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%\t Wuim Iff gistfe. 

On reading again Bryant's Thanatcpsis after 
the lapse of years, I am more than ever im- 
pressed with its sepulchral gloom, through 
which there gleams no ray of hope or conso- 
lation, no fire of immortaUty. AchiUcomes 
over me as I ask — ^Is this all that Philoso- 
phy, decked in the gorgeous attire of Poe- 
try, can do to cheer the spirit in view of 
death? 

The last few lines of the poem will be im- 
mortal, because that little word irtist — ^though 
the poet does not intimate the object of that 
trust — ^awakens in the devout mind associa- 
tions of faith and hope in Him who conquer- 
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ed death ; because by that little loop-hole the 
Christian may pour somewhat of his own 
light through the dark portal which the poet 
has reared for the mansion of the dead, thui^ 
transforming the huge frowning figures that 
beset the entrance into pillars that support 
the massive arch while Faith and Hope pass 
safely imder. 

What comfort is there in the thought that 
I shall lie down in the same bed with patri- 
archs and kings and warriors, and all the past 
generations of men ; that the winds, the 
streams, the forest-leaves, the ever-rolling 
ocean shall sigh my requiem ; and that all 
the Hving in their countless generations shall 
follow me, imtil the desolated globe shall 
swing silent and dark, a crowded sepulcher ? 
What comfort is there in the thought that 
death is the common, the universal fete of 
men? Nay, does not this add rather to its 
gloom? I can have no sympathy with a 
poem that offers such sentiments as the sum 
yf its consolation in view of death. I turn 
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fix>m it as from the embrace of an iceberg. 
, Qigantic it may be, and flasheB of various 
colored light may shoot firom its sur&ce — ^but 
it is cold, deathly cold. 

Death in itself is a gloomy event It must 
be so. It was meant to be so. Notlung can 
relieve it but fiuth in Christ and immortality. 
A greater poet than Bryant has described the 
grave as a land of dairhness, as dcNrknesa itself; 
and of the shadow of death^ wi£hmjA amy order, 
and where the Ught is as darhness. 

Such was the view which a good man had 
of the grave, four thousand years ago. It is 
the only view possible where Christianity is 
miknown. And after all the light and 
warmth which Christianity has shed around 
ity the grave is still a cold, dark place. It 
has no attractions; it can have none. We 
may spread the rich turf over it; we may 
adorn it with flowers which the hand and 
the tear of aflfection shall keep always in 
bloom ; we may surround it with shrubbery, 
to screen it &om storms, and to seclude it 
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from the noisy, careless world ; the sunbeams 
may steal softly over it ; the birds may build 
their nests in the willow that bends at its 
head, and may warble their sweet notes on 
the bahny air ; foimtaios may be murmuiing 
near, and streams may go babbling by ; the 
evergreen may relieve even, the cheerlessness 
of winter ; but it is still the grave,*— the cold, 
dark, silent grave. Faith may not fear it; 
Hope may leap over it into the land of 
brightness and of joy ioamortal; care, toil, 
suffering, disappointment may render death 
to the inconsiderate a welcome relief; or the 
soul that pants after the ftdlness of God may 
long for the dissolution of its earthly taberna- 
cle ; — ^but none of all these things can make 
the grave inviting. 

The grave, indeed, is another place since 
Jesus slept there ; but only because He rose 
again. The light comes not from the grave, 
but from the resurrection and from heaven 
beyond. The Christian does not look upon 
death and the grave with so much of dread 
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and repulsion as did Job ; h^ can look upon 
them not only without fear, but with feelings 
of triumpli. But this is not because death 
and the grave are changed, but because the 
future is changed, because life and iimnortal- 
ity are brought to light in the Gospel. The 
way by which we pass out of the world is 
still narrow, and dark, and cold, and clammy, 
though our sharpened vision may see sweet 
fields beyond, and our quickened ear may 
catch celestial strains. We should look at 
. death as it is, as we shall find it, that we may 
know how to rise above it 

The Patriarch of Uz, in his afflictions, be- 
sought God to grant him a brief respite from 
suffering before death. Looking upon death 
as the termination of all earthly good, and 
knowing but little if any thing of the bliss 
that lies beyond. Job earnestly desired that 
his last days might be days of comfort. 
*' Are not my days few ?" Must I not at all 
events soon die? "Cease then, and let me 
alone, that I may take comfort a little, before 
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I go whence I shall not return, even to the 
land of darkness and the shadow of death, a 
land of darkness, as darkness itself and of 
the shadow of death." No description of 
Hades by the ancients can be compared with 
this in intensity; nor can any translation 
convey the deepening intensity of the origi- 
naL The region of the dead is a land of 
darkness ; — covered with gloom ; where Death 
like some frowning castle throws fitr and 
wide its somber shade ; it is darkness itself, 
as when the sun goes down and the stars do 
not shine out; it is the ^^deep darkness of 
the shadow of death." It is " without any 
order ;" — like the ancient chaos, without form 
and void — "a vast, immeasurable abyss, 
dark, wasteful, wild." — "Where even the 
light is as darkness," — ^the few rays that break 
in upon it are pale and somber, and serve 
only to heighten the gloom. Dark, all dark ; 
light itself transformed into darkness. 

Thus did the grave appear to one who 
could say of God, " Though He slay me, yet 
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will I trust in Him." Thus does it still ap- 
pear often to the meditative mind. That nar- 
row pit is dark, with all the light of heaven 
over it; the river of death is cold, though 
sunbeams are glancing on its sur&ce. I want 
some surer support, some stronger consolation 
than Thanatcpsis gives. Chilling indeed is 
the vision of death without the vision of life 
and immortality in Christ, 
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* Cherry is dead, fiither," said my sweet 
little M — to me one morning, with a tear in 
her eye and sorrow in her tone; "ain't you 
sorry Cherry is dead? He will never sing 
for us any more." The favored bird that we 
had nurtured for many a year, that was ours 
before it began to sing, and whose sweet notes 
had enlivened the house and filled our hearts 
with sympathetic music, was indeed dead. 
Sincere mourners were the children as they 
hid away the little senseless creature in some 
by-place of their own, where no living thing 
might molest it, and as they expressed their 
regrets that they could no longer share with 
Cherry their daily food; and with their sor- 
row came the questions of a child's philoso- 
phy, as to whither the bird had gone, and 
whether they should ever see it again. 

My thoughts flowed deeper and took a 
wider range. In the chamber where the 
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little bird had died lay a sick and suffering 
child, and to the heart that had yearned over 
that little one there was unspeakable relief in 
the thought that the' bird and not the child 
was dead. Never did the compassionate in- 
terest of the Savior in little children appear 
to me so lovely and consoling. Indeed God 
careth for the little bird, and not a sparrow 
fijleth to the ground without Him ; but for 
children' He hiEia covenanted grace and mercy, 
and HJe has said, ^^Suffer them to come to m^'' 

How monstrous then seemqd the doctriue 
of the annihilation of io&nts, to which even 
Dr. Watts and Dr. Emmons have given coun- 
tenance-^though the latter afterwards repu- 
diated it How cold and repulsive all such 
philosophizi^ and theologizing upon the 
, death of little children, when the heart-strings 
are touched by the reality present or in pro- 
spect Is not something due to the instinctive 
assurance of parental affection that children 
dying iu veriest infency do live after death in 
a better world? that some how — we compre- 
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hend not how — ^tliey are ntimbered with the 
saved? Does not that iiistinctive feeling har- 
monize with the intimations of Sciiptaie re- 
specting the fatuie of such little ones? That 
yeiy feeling seems a prophecy of Christian 
hope. 

You have a &vorite bird that relieyes 
your solitude with his merry song, that feeds 
&om your hand, perches on your shoulder, 
and gambols on the carpet at your feet Tou 
are conscious of a warm attachment to the 
little creature, which he seems to appreciate 
and to return. Some morning you miss his 
cheerful note; his matin warblings do not 
greet the rising sun; and going to his cage 
you find him dead. A feeling of sadness 
comes over you. You grieve at the extinction 
of life in a creature to which life was all en- 
joyment; you grieve at the loss of a com- 
panion upon which you had become more 
dependent for your own enjoyment than you 
were before aware. And yet you do not 
once think of that bird as Uving still in 
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Other climes; you do not imagine that you 
shall ever see it again, nor think it strange 
that its existence has come to an end. For 
affection's sake you may bury it in your gar- 
den instead of throwing it into the street^ or 
may have it embalmed for preservation ; more 
than this would be a pro&ne burlesque upon 
the most solemn and tender rites. It gives 
you no shudder to think that the being of 
that bird is annihilated. Neither the exqui- 
siteness of its structure, nor the softness and 
richness of its plumage, nor the melody of its 
song that enlivened your dwelling, suggests 
to you the thought that it can not be utterly 
and for ever dead. 

But God has given you another favorite, 
dearer &r than bird of richest plumage and 
sweetest song — ^a prattling child that breaks 
your morning slumbers with its happy voice 
attempting to speak your name, that tries to 
win your notice by a thousand pretty arts, 
that manifests intelligence and affection though 

it knows not yet the use of language, that 

2"- 
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climbs upon your knee, or totters by your 
side, or gambols at your feet in boisterous 
glee. That child has not yet lived so long as 
your bird, nor has it made any like progress 
toward its maturity; yet hath that child a 
hold upon your heart that no other creature 
can ever gain. 

Some morning you awake, but not at its 
call ; you listen for its voice but hear it not; 
you go to its cradle to find it dead. Perhaps 
you had watched over it in sickness and had 
seen it 611 into its last sleep, and having lain 
down to rest have awoke from a dream, for- 
getting for the instant that the child was 
dead; or perhaps some sudden and unknown 
cause has terminated its life when you knew 
it not Butahl what grief and anguish come 
over you. No song of bird can now relieve 
your aching heart A sweeter voice is hushed 
in death; a brighter, sunnier life has been 
extinguished. And yet you can not for one 
moment feel that your child is utterly and 
for ever gone. You seem to see his spirit 
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hovering nigli. You know he is not dead. 
You call your jBiends and neighbors, and 
with solemn and decent rites conunit his body 
to the dust — ^not for affection's sake alone, but 
for hope's sake also — ^for a voice within you 
says, * I shall see him yet again.' And has 
Gbd implanted in us these imutterable yearn- 
ings of affection only to be crushed and dis- 
appointed for ever ? Nay, the fond hopes that 
gush out with our tears, and so relieve our 
loss and make us serene in sorrow, are angel 
voices whispering to us of immortality in the 
mansions of the blessed. Weep not, fond 
heart, for the child departed; '"A« is notdead^ 
but skeptihf ^^ I shad go to him^ hut he shaU not 
return to me^ The voice of nature teacheth 
thee what God hath forborne to reveal in his 
Word. It needs no revelation to assure thee 
that thy child hath not met the fete of thy 
bird ; but hath soared to the empyrean of the 
blessed, which wing of bird essays in vain. 
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" Eddie is dead^^ said I to my little M — 
one moming, after a night of anxious watch- 
ing over the suffering babe. "Your dear 
little brother is dead. You will never hold 
him in your lap again ; you will never see 
him smile so sweetly as you talk to him; you 
will never again see his bright and beautiful 
eyes that you loved to look at, nor feel his 
soft little hand in yours. To-morrow they 
will put him in a coffin and carry him away ; 
and you wiU never, never see hun here. Do 
not cry so, do not cry, for Eddie is happy 
now in Heaven, and if you are good, and 
love Gk)d and the blessed Saviour, you will 
go to heaven too, and see your sweet little 
brother again." 

Thus, with choked utterance and sobbing 
heart, did I comfort the dear children under 
the first impression of death ; its first impres- 
sion, for though they had sorrowed a moment 
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for Cheny, tfiey felt a Btrange and solemn 
grief as they looked npon the face of their 
infent brother cold in death. To me also it 
was a strange experience. And yet how 
strange, how sweet the thought that I al- 
ready had a child in heaven ! My child, the 
same pure, gentle dove that had flown from 
Heaven into my arms, — still mine, and al- 
ways to be mine, though with me here only 
for the first few days of its immortal being. 
I can not release my hold upon that child in 
Heaven. 

I am thy &ther sUU, xnj boy ; 

Through all eternity 
Not one of all the ransomed throng 

Shall come so near to thee. 

I once visited a femily circle where to tem- 
poral prosperity and social refinement was 
added the grace of. a cheerftd piety, diflfdsing 
itself from parents to children, and sweetly 
blending in all the affairs of the household. 
The children, of various ages, from prattling 
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in&ncy to blooming girlhood and Aspiring 
manliood, were like olive-plants around the 
table. But between two of that thriving row 
there was a wider interval, a double distance 
in age and stature, denoting that fix>ni that 
space had been removed the plant that once 
had bloomed there. One child had been 
taken from the bosom of that family to the 
great fianily above. And yet it seemed as if 
that child was daily present ; for on the table 
at eveiy meal was placed the sflver cup from 
which she used to drink, now left untouched; 
and from the wall smiled ever that cherub 
fece through auburn ringlets, as the almost 
creative art of the painter had won it back 
from the embrace of death. Yes, she was 
present still as an angel in that little band to 
which she was once so dear. 

To some the placing of that cup upon the 
table may seem an idle superstition; to others 
a sentimental weakness. But it was dictated 
neither by a Eomish idolatry, nor by a Swe- 
denborgian vagary. Parental aflfpction, chas- 
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tened by sorrow, sought thife to retain in all 
the associations of the ^unily one who was 
still of the femily, though fer away ; and to 
retain her as she was, in the freshness and 
innocence of childhood, at the table with her 
silver cup, marked with her own name, and 
which no other might use. And why should 
the child whom God hath taken be kept out 
of mind, and every memento of her put out 
of sight ? How sweet to think of her as not 
lost, but still living, still present as a child I 

God mercifully opens to us new sources of 
joy as we pass on through the successive 
changes of life. When we must leave our 
early home. He provides for us another, 
with new objects of affection, and instead of 
our parents He gives us children. And 
when this home also shall be broken up. He 
has prepared for us another which shall never 
change ; and as the time draws near for us to 
remove thither. He draws out jfrom our hearts 
one golden linV after another, and fastens it 
there ; He gathers for us objects of affection 
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in our heavenly home. What is all the 
joy that paxente find in children on earth, 
compared with the joy of having a child in 
heaven ? 
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[on the shobb or galileb.] 

1 AH not worthy, Son of God, 

To bring n^ earthly griefs to Thee ; 

Yet walking by this Galilee 

I mark the footsteps thou hast trod, 

And think of him who here did craye 

One word of thine, his child to save. 

" Trouble him not," the servants said — 
As, hasting from Gapemamn, 
They came to bid their master home ; 
** Trouble him not, the maid is dead.'' 
" Nay, Master, nay, my prayer receive. 
Speak thou the word, and she shall live." 

Behold what majesty of &ith 
As on his knees the ruler falls, 
And, hoping still, on Jesus calls ; 
Hear what the greater Ruler saith,* 
(While at his feet the father weeps,) 
** The damsel is not dead, but sleeps." 
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And now beside this Qalilee 
Again a fiither mourns a child ; 

His early bed the woodland wild 
Full many a league o'er land and sea ; 
Yet, Master, there thy power cati save — 
Comey lay thy hand upon his grave." 

** It may not be ; one deed of power 
Sufficed to give the ages fidth. 
Hear what my living €K)spel suth. 
And trust me in the darksome hour; 
Thy child is with me now as mine, 
But thou in me shalt find him thine." 

" Strong Son of God, Immortal Love," 
No more would I thy footsteps see 
Upon the shore of Galilee ; 
But know that from the throne above, 
Thy voice still calmeth every wave 
Of grief in whom thy love would save. 
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Tnouan there is no direct and positive 
teaching in the Scriptures respecting the 
future condition of children that die in in- 
fimcy, yet the intimation of their blessedness 
given by Christ himselfj is most cheering and 
satisfactory to the bereaved parent ^* Suffer 
little children, and forbid them not, to come 
unto me ; for of such is the kingdom ofheavenJ^ 
(Matt. 19 : 14.) 

By "the kingdom of heaven" in this pas- 
sage, some commentators understand the 
Church of Christ on earth ; and they regard 
the entire passage as only a commendation of 
a pure, docile, and child-like spirit; "of such 
as these — ^persons like these in disposition — 
shall my Church, be composed." But this 
does not appear to be the true interpretation of 
the Savior's language. These words were 
not spoken on that occasion when Jesus, in 
order to teach his disciples humility, called 
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a little fhild and set Mm in the midst of them, 
and told them that they must become as little 
children if they would enter the kingdom of 
heaven. The subject of his remarks was not 
humility, or the character becoming his dis- 
ciples, or the condition of salvation. He was 
taiimgahoTit children. Children were brought 
to Him to receive his blessing. His disciples 
regarding this as an idle superstition, and 
presuming that it would be an annoyance to 
their Master, rebuked those that brought 
them, and thrust them back. But Jesus said, 
"No; you do not understand the valuQ of 
these children, or their relation to my king- 
dom ; you do not know how dear they are to 
me and to my Father. Suffer little children 
to come to me, and forbid them not ; for of 
such is the kingdom of God." Now siuJi 
must here be taken as a definitive adjective, 
and not as an adjective or adverb of compari- 
son. There are other passages in which the 
same word and phrase occurs, where it is evi- 
dently so used. 
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For example : In directing the Corinthian 
clmrcli to discipline the incestuous person, 
Paul says, "Deliver such an one to Satan." 
(1 Cor. 5 : 5.) By such an one he means that 
particidar person — the man who has been 
guilty of this crime. Such identifies the in- 
diyidual. 

So in 2 Cor. 12 : 2-6, where he is speak- 
ing modestly and in the third person of his 
own visions, he says, "I knew a man in 
Christ above fourteen years ago, smh an one 
caught up to the third heaven. ... I know 
swcAaman. . . . Of 5wcA an one will I glory." 
Here the word siich refers to the particular 
person of whom he is speaking — ^that is, himself. 
So when Christ said, with little children in his 
arms, and in order to give his disciples right 
views about children, "Of «^cA is the kingdom 
of heaven," He did not mean that heaven is 
made up of persons having some resemblance 
to children, but of these as a class, and others 
like them. And when we reflect that the 
vast majority of the human race die in in- 

8* ^ 
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fency, we may well give the words a literal 
sigmficatipn — of such is the kingdom of 
heaven. It is in this way, through the sal- 
vation of myriads of infents, that the number 
of the saved will in the end so fer exceed the 
number of the lost. Christ was speaking of 
children, aad not of men with the disposition 
of chfldren; the very act of taking the chHdren 
in his arms and blessing them, requires that 
we should so understand Him ; otherwise that 
act has no meaning. It was after He had per- 
formed that act and made that declaration 
about children themselves, that He made the 
remark given by Mark and Luke, that who- 
ever would enter the kingdom of God must 
receive it as a little child. That declaration 
was based, by way of inference, upon the 
preceding declaration, that children as mch 
should be admitted to heaven. It is as if He 
had said, **Why thrust children away fix)m 
me? why seek to debar them from my bless- 
ing ? Heaven is full of little children ; in • 
stead of keeping children back from me as of 
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no accoimtj look to it that you become like 
them, or you shall not enter heaven your- 
selves." 

This seems to be the only interpretation 
that meets the occasion, aud gives consistency 
and force to the language of the Saviour. 
This is the grdanmatical construction of De 
Wette ; and if orthodox vouchers are wanted, 
Calvin so xmderstands the passage, and Dr. 
Griffin quotes it to prove that in&nts shall be 
saved. 

Christian parents have in these words 
abundant consolation in the death of their 
infant children. If those children die in early 
infancy, before they have formed a moral 
character, there is every reason to believe 
that they are removed at once to a brighter 
sphere ; if they die later, yet before their un- 
derstanding is matured, there may still be 
ground to hope that they are saved through 
the grace of Christ. Besides, where there is 
due fidelity and prayerfulness, the seeds of 
grace are often early fsown in the mind of a 
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child, and there is hope of true piety though 
we esm not look for ite maturer fruits. For 
many a dear child, taken from the world just 
as reason and conscience were unfolding^ and 
the knowledge of God was entering its mind, 
we may adopt the joyftil lament of the poet 
for early piety departed : 

" It is not length of years that lends 
The brightest loveliness to those 
Wliose memory with otir bemg blends^ 
Whose loye within our bosom glows. 

"The age we honor standeth not 

In locks of snow, or length of days ; 
But in a life which knows no spot, 
A heart which heavenly wisdom sways. 

" For wisdom tanght by heavenly truth, 
Unlike mere worldly wisdom, finds 
Its fbll maturity in youth, 
Its antetype in in&nt minds. 

" Thus was this child made early wise^ 
Wise as those sages^ who from far 
Beheld at once in Bethlehem's skies 
The new-bom Saviour's herald star. 
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** No move could leaniing do for them 

Than guide them in the path they trod; 
And the aame star of Bethlehem 
Led this child's s^xrit to his God. 

" Well may his memory be dear 
Whose loss is still its sole alloys* 
Whose happy lot dries every tear, 
With holy hope and homble joy. 

" * The brightest star in morning's host ' 
Is that which shines in twilight skies ; 
* Scarce risen, in brighter beams 'tis lost,' 
And vanishes torn mortal eyes. 

" Its loss inspires a brief regret ; 
Its loveliness is unfdrgot ; 
We know ftill well 'tas shming yet, 
Although we may behold it not" 

Bernard Barton, 
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Did you ever watcli for Death to enter 
your dwelling? How strange the feeling I 
An indefinable awe steals over your soul, as 
in breathless expectation you listen for his 
footstep. For hours, perhaps for days, you 
have been admonished of his approach, and 
with aching heart, through weary nights, you 
have awaited his coming. Now you are told 
that he is near. At the call of the watcher 
you have risen from your troubled sleep to 
see a loved one dia As you sit by the fire 
in your dimly-lighted, chamber, where every 
step is hushed, and scarce a breath is audible, 
strange shadows flit before you, and intermin- 
gled with these, holy memories revisit your 
soul. ^ Presently you are startled by a sigh, a 
groan, a convulsive shudder. Was that he ? 
Has Death come at last ? No : life still gur- 
gles there, and, strange though it may seem, 
you catch a glimmering of hope from the 
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&ct that another struggle Juts been survived. 
As well might you suppose the tide was 
rising because the receding wave seems at 
first to creep upward along the beach. But 
you breathe more freely; you wait awhile 
for some decisive sign of death, and then sit 
down again to your meditations. You call 
to mind the promises of the Gbspel ; you en- 
gage in silent prayer ; you find comfort and 
support in God; and yet an imwonted sad- 
ness diffuses itself over all your thoughts and 
feelings. You are looking for sometiiing^ 
you know not what. 

You have often watched at midnight for a 
tardy guest, listening to every footfell, start- 
ing at every sound, your mind bewildered 
with strange fancies, your heart palpitating 
with unreasoned fears. But never have you 
watched for such a visitor. You know not 
when, or where, or how to look for him ; he 
will enter by no door ; he will make no for- 
mal announcement ; but come he will. Again 
you are called to the bedside of the dying 
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one, and again ; but death still lingers, and 
hope revives. And now, with conflicting 
emotions, you once more resume your seat 
by the feding embers, to meditate and watch. 
Presently all grows strangely still. The si- 
lence is deep, is awfiiL You are again at the 
bedside. Is the loved one sleeping? Ah I 
there is no motion, no sign of life. The lips 
aie fixed as marble, the eyes are set in their 
sockets. But how quiet — ^how calm I Is he 
really dead ? You were watching for Death, 
and he came, and you heard him not. You 
heard him not ; but now that he is here, his 
footstep reverberates through your inmost 
soul. A gush of grie^ a broken prayer, first 
break the dreary silence, and bring you to 
the consciousness that Death has come I 

One day I shall watch the coming of Death 
to me, and while others see him not, I shall 
feel his cold hand upon my heart-strings, and 
hear his summons in my palsied ear. This 
year thou mayst die. Watch, then, for the 
coming of the last Messenger I 
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How painful is the first breacli in the £un- 
ily circle. You have known— have always 
hnovm that sooner or later Death most enter 
that circle; but you have never realized it, 
never felt it until now. You have lived on 
from year to year with your fiumly growing 
up around you, or you have moved on with 
the same happy group within which you first 
came to the consciousness of life, and parents 
and brothers and sisters are all relatively the 
same to you now as then; you see no change^ 
and seldom think of change; indeed, you 
have settled down into a practical conviction 
that in these happy relations there is to be no 
change. But at length Death comes, and the 
shock he gives to your every sensibility, 
startles you from the dream in which you 
have lived, and shows you how utterly you 
had deceived yourself with delusive hopes. 
Then comes the terrible realization of what 
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• 

you have always known, but have never half 
believed. Your honored fether, your loved 
and Tenerated mother, your husband in the 
prime of his manhood, your wife in the flower 
of Ker beauty and the warmth of her aflfeo- 
tions, your son, your daughter, budding into 
life and promise, or your gentle babe, the 
petted lamb of all your flock, lies silent in 
death. 

What a strange feeling of uncertainty now 
steals over you. The afflictipn may have 
come in the gentlest form, and Mercy may 
strew with flowers the very bed of death; 
but the breach is made, and you no longer 
live in a charmed circle. Sickness, hereto- 
fore no stranger in your femily, now brings 
xmwonted anxiety and fear; it comes with 
the association of death ; your sleep is broken, 
your nerves are disquieted by any symptom 
of disease in your household. Life takes on 
another aspect; it grows more somber and 
earnest; it loses its wonted elasticity; it no 
longer unwinds from an endless reel ; you see 
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its end, or at every moment you expect the 
thread will snap. A new experience, a new 
worid of thought and emotion is opened to 
you, and henceforth you will live in that 
worid. 

Such an experience sooner or later all will 
have ; and it will be a blessed or a mournful 
experience according as the heart is spiritual 
or worldly. Happy will you be in the midst 
of your sorrow, if this breach in your femily 
circle shaQ open more widely the channel of 
divine grace, that the fall tide of heavenly 
love may flow in upon your soul. Blessed 
be Q-od there is a femily — 2l glad circle of 
love, and peace, and joy — ^m which there will 
be no breach and no change for ever. 
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its lister's (graHt. 

I SAW thee laid here months ago, 

In the deep, deep snow ; 
I heard the cold earth heavy fall 

On the velvet pall 
That wrapt thee in thy bed so low. 

In the deep, deep snow. 

I stood beneath this pine-tree old, 
Where the wind swept cold ; 

I heard the voice of solemn prayer 
On the wild, bleak air ; 

Then gazed into thy chamber low, 
'Neath the deep, deep snow. 

Spring hath retouched this hallowed spot, 

But it woke thee not ; 
And summer sunshine hath been here. 

Balmy, bright, and clear ; 
But still thy slumber hath been cold, 

'Neath this pine-tree old. 

In vain for thee do roses bloom 

O'er thy early tomb ; 
In vain are choicest lilies spread 

O'er thy perfumed bed — 
The voice of love thou hast not heard, 

Nor the song of bird. 
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And now the summer too is past, 

Leaves are falling fast ; 
The winds are sweeping roughly by, 

Bleak and cheerlessly ; 
And winter stem creeps on again, 

Over hill and plain. 

But no rude blast shall smite thy head 

In this lowly bed ; 
Unbroken still thy sleep shall be, 

Naught here troubleth thee — 
In summer's heat or winter's cold, 

'Neath this pine-tree old. 

Soon will I call to thee no more 

At the grave's dark door ; 
ril come and lay this weary head 

With the peaceful dead ; 
This pine-tree old shall &de away — 

All things shall decay. 

Oh ! then 1 when Time's last work is done, 

Death's last victory won. 
Forth from the quaking, rending tomb, 

"With celestial bloom, 
Thy form renewed shaU glorious rise 

Through the op'ning skies. 
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Men" commonly tliink too little. Some pur- 
posely avoid reflection throiigli f^ar of the 
rebukes of conscience ; but most persons sim- 
ply omit self-reflection as a daily exercise, or 
suffer the pressure of business, the attractions 
of society, or the allurements of pleasure to 
crowd it out of place. There is in general a 
want of the reflectiye habit and especially of 
the habit of introspection. This habit is 
fostered by Christianity. Indeed the world 
is largely indebted to the religion of the Bible 
for the development of a meditative mood in 
the mind of man, and for any approximation 
to a just philosophy of mind ; and this not 
only by the outward and visible projection 
that the Bible makes of certain mental pheno- 
mena, but especially by the habit of scrutiniz- 
ing its own processes and cognitions that the 
Bible forms in every mind that comes under 
its power. 
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It is true, as Isaac Taylor remarks, that " a 
qtdescent tmder-actioii of tlie mind" was 
fevored by the climate of the East, by physical 
habits, and by a nomadic state of society; and 
under such influences speculative philosophy, 
which, as well as poetry, is indigenous to the 
Bast, may have originated. The influence of 
these causes may be traced in the Hebrew 
Scriptures, especially in the Psalms. Yet 
after all, it was the religion of the Bible, a 
religion grasping ever the inward, the unseen, 
the spiritual, the eternal, which more than any 
influence of dimate or condition gave to the 
patriarch, to the prophet, and to the ancient 
Hebrew his devout and meditative turn, and 
has grafted that same habit upon the more 
active and "calculating" nations of the West. 
The more the mind comes imder the power of 
that religion, the more is it disposed to seasons 
of retirement, in which it may commune with 
itself and with Gbd, with the Past and with 
the Future, with Death and with Immortality. 
The imiversal prevalence of Christianity would 
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have a wonderful effect upon the intellectual 
development of the race. The habit of reflec- 
tion would become universal; and the "quies- 
cent under-action of the mmd" would restram 
the tumult of passion, the clamor of business, 
andthe boisterous mirth of unlicensed pleasure. 
Sometimes, however, men think too mvxih. 
This they do not of choice but by unavoidable 
necessity. Thought runs loose and wild; the 
flood-gates of reflection, of imagmation, of 
emotion, at once are opened, and great surg- 
ing waves roll in upon the soul. Eeason and 
Will are prostrate, the ship refuses to obey the 
helm, and a tumult of thoughts, like an angry 
sea lashed by the tempest, drives it every 
whither. This is true when the mind is under 
the strong excitement of fear, of grie:^ of con- 
viction, whenever in short the emotive de- 
velopment is intense, and the excitement of 
the Sensibility disturbs the nice balance of the 
Intellect and the WilL First, feeling over- 
masters thought, and then all the resources of 
memory, of imagination, of invention, and the 
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most concentrated intenseness of reflection, 
are plied by the passion that excites the soul. 
The mind is a vast cauldron into which oceans 
are poured and find no bottom and no vent 
Eeflections, memories, hopes, fears, imagina- 
tions, promises, threatenings, cares, griefe, boil 
and surge together and know no rest. 

What a reach of capacity does such a soul 
exhibit 1 What vast outlooks upon the In- 
6nite and the Eternal does it present across its 
ever-rolling seas of thought 1 It thinks of all 
its Past ; its own past history, its every expe- 
rience, its every act, the course of Providence, 
the varied intercourse and relations of life, the 
history of the world as illustrative of its own 
position and of Divine Providence, the whole 
Past from the creation down, nay more — ^the 
etemily of God himself in his being, his attri- 
butes, and his plans — these all, in one mighty 
stream, empty themselves in a moment through 
the chasm of memory into this fethomless sea 
of emotion, and yet it is not full. The Present 
is there ; its cares, its burdens, its perplexities. 
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its Borrows, its responsibilities, all duties and 
obligations, individual, domestic, social, public, 
the wan.ts and claiins of the &mily, the churcli, 
and the world, these all, like mountain torrents, 
pour in on every side, and yet the sea is not 
full. From another quarter rolls in the broad 
and ever-swelling tide of the Future ; its hopes 
and fears, its dangers, its promises, its plans, 
all possible knowledges and experiences in 
this life and in eternity, and the boundless 
reach of the infinity of God, roll their waves 
into this all-devouring reservoir of the soul of 
man. What a capacity is that which can 
drink in all things, past, present, and to come, 
and yet not be filled. But this wild tumult 
of thought, this mingling of the floods of time 
and of eternity is more than human nature 
can endure. The soul is adequate for this, 
but the body sinks under it The brain reels, 
the heart quails, the knees totter beneath the 
stupendous pressure. The waves of emotion 
threaten to dash down their banks of clay. 
But He who created both soul and body, 
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and who adjusted their subtle union, has 
made provision against such a catastrophe as 
the dissohition of the body under the excite- 
ment of the mind. He can calm the most 
tumultuous agitation of the mind, and give it 
perfect peace. In ike muUiiude of my thonghia 
toithin me, thy comforts delight my so^jlI. 



4 



48 MEDITATIONS. 



When the Psalinist speaks of "the mul- 
titade of liis thoughts," he means anziouSy 
troubled thoughts, perplexity and distress of 
mind. "I had much solicitude in my heart; 
but thy consolations delighted me." What a 
multitude of troubled thoughts arise from any 
over-action of the sensibility 1 

Thoughts oi personal gmUaie wont to arise 
in the mind of the Christian in such a state. 
No mental excitement can be compared in 
force with that of conviction of sin, when the 
mind comes fiilly under its power; no anguish 
can equal this in nature or intensity. The 
deep self-abasement of David and of Job, the 
criminations of Brainerd, of Edwards, and of 
Pay^n against themselves, in terms that indi- , 
cate to many a morbid conscience or a relent- 
less Calvinism, are the simple reflection of that 
mood of the soul in which the sense of guilt 
is quickened aside from the consciousness of 
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pardon. This phase of experience arises not 
only under reflection upon past conduct, but 
often incidentally from some Other exciting 
cause which distorts the mental vision, and 
presents every object with the keen and tor- 
menting sensation of a hydro^oxygen light 
upon an eye diseased. The mindj excited by 
calamity or from "v^hatever cause^ wiU ofttimes 
revert to its own dereliction of duty as the oc* 
casion of its grief, and wiU write bitter things 
against itself. Once its thoughts are turned 
into that channel they pour on unjceasingly; 
now swoUen and turbid, now wild and foam- 
ing, now black and sullen. The soul attempts 
to fethom its own depths, but the multitude 
of accusing and condemmng thoughts that 
roll tumultuously within, defy the soundings 
of reason or of feith. None can doubt that 
there is a hell, who has had the flood-gates of 
its fiery gulf thus opened within himself. 

Thoughts of personal danger bewilder the 
excited mind. Let loose from its anchorage, 
it is driven of fierce winds and tossed. Dangers 
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multiply on every liand. That which in 
cahuer moods it would not count a danger, or 
which it would meet unflinchingly^ now ter- 
rifiies^t like the yisicHi of Eliphaz. It has met 
with a sudden loss or bereavement ; a ship 
has gone down at sea, a house has been con* 
sumed by fire, a parent, child, sister, brother, 
husband, wife has been snatched away by 
death, or the person has narrowly escaped 
some great disaster ; and now every storm for- 
bodes the destruction of property, every alarm 
of fire is a new agitation, every symptom of 
disease is the grim herald of death, every jour- 
ney is a peril, danger lurks in every breath. 
Sometimes to these nervous apprehensions are 
added the fierce buffetings of Satan, who 
shcJies the soul with terrible alarm. The 
"terror by night" drives sleq) fix>m weary, 
aching eyes. 

Anxieties for the future agitate the mind. A 
sudden change of relations has brought upon 
the soul a sea of cares. The widowed fisither 
finds the training of children who were pliant 
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under their mother's softest tone or look, a 
strange and perplexing task to one busied 
with the general cares of life and unwonted 
to its gentler assiduities. The widowed mo- 
ther finds the providing for her household, 
the arranging of business afSdrs, the govern- 
ing and counseling of her elder children- 
matters which had gone so smoothly in other 
hands that she had scarce given them a 
thought — ^now crowding sharply upon her, 
and filling her way with perplexities — ^a hedge 
of thorns in the once rosy path of life. And 
when once the mind is adrift upon the sea of 
imoertainty, all things, temporal and spiritual, 
present and eternal, are shrouded in gloom. 

Then cares like a wild deluge come, 
And storms of sorrow falL 

Donht, unbdtef, and^arofttimes disturb the 
quiet of the soul in such a state of agitation. 
Perplexities about Providence, about the 
course of events and the principles of the 
divine government, perhaps even atheistic 
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thoughts like those of "The Preacher" and 
of Asaph touching the very feet of the divine 
government over the world, roll tumultuously 
upoti the soul and give it Ho rest. This was 
the trouble of the Psalmisti The prosperity 
of the wicked, their triumph over the just, 
their boasts against God and his people, al- 
most shook his confidence in God himself 
His thoughts were greatly disturbed. "Who 
will rise up for me against the evil-doers, or 
who will stand up for me against the workers 
of iniquity? Unless the Lord had been my 
help, my soul had almost dwelt in silence. 
When I said, My foot slippeth; thy mercy, 
O Lord, held me up. In the multitude of my 
thoughts within me — ^in all my perplexities 
concerning thy government and ways — ^thy 
comforts delight my soul." How terrible 
were the surges of doubt that rolled over the 
mind of Blanco White, now dashing him 
ngainst the cold castellated rocks of form- 
alism, now throwing him awhile upon the 
smooth pebbly beach of a pure and simple 
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&ith, but ere lie hsd gained a footmg there, 
dragging him by their fearfdl undertow a 
hopeless wreck into the abyss of Pantheism. 

Thoughts of emptiness, desertion^ loneliness^ 
desolation, distract the mind under such an 
excitement of the sensibility. When pro- 
perty is swepl away— when the loved one 
dies — when character is assailed — when 
friends prove felse, it seems at first as if 
every thing were gone. A prop is broken, 
and the whole frame feels the jar; and while 
settling down into its new position, it seems 
to be falling iato ruin. Any sudden disap- 
pointment, loss, or grief— any sudden rupture 
of tender ties — so cheapens the soul's estimate 
of remaining good, that in the comparison 
there is notlung left; it is empty and for- 
saken. Of all experiences this is the most 
trying. Of all the anxious thoughts that 
crowd the mind, these thoughts of emptiness, 
of loneliness, of desolation, do most weigh 
upon it like the nightmare, in which the suf- 
ferer is conscious of his own helplessness 
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under the burden that crushes him, and can 
not utter even a stifled cry for sympathy and 
aid. 

In this experience the blessed Bedeemer of 
mankind has shared, or rather stands pre- 
eminent His loneliness in the garden, when 
all forsook him and fled — ^his appalling sense 
of desertion on the cross, when the Father 
himself forsook him, are a type of sorrow 
that no other mortal experience can ever rea- 
lize. Yet something of this bitter agony 
often mingles with the multitude of anxious 
thoughts that harsiss an excited mind. 

The mind in such a state is vexed also 
with vague arkd shifting plans. Imagination 
roves without restraint; multiplies its schemes 
of comfort and relief then dashes them into 
air, and thus harasses the mind with vacilla- 
tion and with disappointment And the dis- 
appointment of unreal plans is often more 
harassing than of plans that have a founda- 
tion. In the latter, the possibility of failure is 
an element in the calculation; but, in the 
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former, all is ideal and beautiful ; the pleas- 
ure floats on wings of gossamer within our 
grasp, it shines a globe of light of every hue, 
and reflects in gorgeous colors each hope and 
purpose of the soul ; but we touch it and it 
bursts, and not so much as a fragment can be 
gathered to reconstruct the vision. Oastle- 
building is a pleasant pastime for youth ; but 
sad, sad is it when the soul is already thick 
strewn with ruined hopes, for a wayward 
fancy to taunt it with fresh visions that van- 
ish in its very grasp. Imagination— the gen. 
tie handmaid of faith and hope — ^is a tjnrant 
hag when in the tumult of the thoughts she 
essays to rule. 

And is there no relief from these multi- 
plied distresses ? Has the mind no resource 
against itself? Peace, troubled soull turn 
from this tumultuous sea of thpughts to the 
divine consolations. 
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iiWne €amhtims. 

There is a remedy for troubled and per- 
plexing thouglits — one remedy, and only one. 
This is not in mere force of will. Powerful 
as is the human will, it is no match for the 
exdted sensibilitjr. The wiU can resist truth, 
motive, argument, appeal — ^it can even resist 
the Spirit of God and all the forces that Om- 
nipotence arrays against it from without, but 
it can not withstand the tumult of the mind 
itself when thought runs wild through the 
excitement of emotion. The helmsman is 
driven from his post by the surging billows, 
and as often as he attempts to regain it he is 
dashed prostrate and impotent upon the deck, 
or swept overboard into the sea. The will 
can not govern in such a storm. And herein 
is an evidence of God's moral government 
over men, in that He can thus turn upon the 
soul a flood of memories and of fears from 
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wMch it can not deliver itself except by his 
good pleasure. 

The diversions of the world will not allay 
such an excitement of the mind. When the 
mind is agitated with excessive grief or fear, 
it loses all relish for worldly pleasures. These 
are a mockery to it. Every passion of the 
soul is absorbed in the present or impending 
calamity. The most intoxicating pleasures 
of the world are but as vinegar and gall to 
one in the agonies of crucifixion. Even 
though for a while one should be diverted 
from his harassing cares or griefe by some 
transitory pleasure, yet the cause of his pain- 
M excitement remains, and his trouble re- 
turns with a violence the greater for its brief 
respite. 

Neither can Time minister effectively to a 
niind thus disturbed. Time may have a 
soothing influence upon grie:^ it may lessen 
burdens, quiet fears, and alleviate sorrows; 
but time alone can not restore the disturbed 
balance of the mind, or secure it against fresh 
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outbreaks of anguisli, or fresh inroads of 
fear. 

There is but one remedy for distracting 
thoughts, and this the Psabnist found in di- 
vine consolations. In the multityde of my 
thoughts tmthm me, thy comtorts delight my 

80UL 

The character of Vhd giyes consolation to 
the troubled mind, if that mind has ever 
learned to look to God and to confide in 
Him. Is the mind disturbed with thoughts 
of personal guilt? Does conviction stir its 
depths like a troubled sea? The mercy of 
God, rich, boundless, free, a mercy that like a 
greater sea, vast, calm, and &thomless, swal- 
lows up all other seas in its stupendous tide — 
rolls in upon the soul a fullness of peace that 
"passeth all understanding." 

Is the mind agitated with doubts and ap- 
prehensions for the ftiture? The goodness 
and the truth of God, unsearchable and un 
changeable, bring to it an assurance of com- 
fort and support Is the mind perplexed 
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with the providential dealings of God — ^with 
the prosperity of the wicked^ and the oppres- 
sion of the just ? The infinite justice of God 
beaming through the clouds and darkness 
that surround his throne, brings consolation 
and hope in the darkest hour. And thus 
through all the fluctuating emotions of the 
soul, and in all its varying phases, there is in 
the character of Orod when fidrly developed 
to its vieW; some specific adaptation to its 
support and consolation. 

The government of God is a source of conso- 
lation to the troubled spirit. Indeed there is 
no true consolation that does not involve a 
recognition of the divine government The 
waves of care and sorrow will dash us every 
whither until we plant our feet upon the 
everlasting granite of the sovereignty of GodL 
Here the Psalmist found relief from all his 
perplexities respecting wicked men. Thy 
righteousness, Ghd, is very high. My tongtie 
shall talk of thy righteousness aU the day long. 

It is not enough that one should believe in 
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the existence of God or acknowledge in a. 
general way his attributes — ^he must believe 
in the government of God as a reality, a pre- 
sent fiict, and upon that he can lean with ab- 
solute assurance. The rugged, cloud-capped 
mountain that strikes him with awe, gives 
him a refuge and defense. 

The promises of Ood shed consolation over 
the troubled spirit These promises are at 
once specific and comprehensive. The Lord 
is nigh to all them that call upon Him. Call 
upon me in the day of troubls, I will deliver 
thee. Fear not^ Utile fhch, for it is your Father'' s 
good pleasure to give you the hingdom. We 
know that all things work [are working] to- 
gether for good to them that love God. 

Well may such comforts delight the soul ; 
rich, abundant, adapted to its every want. 
Such strong consolation have they who flee 
for refuge to lay hold upon the hope set be- 
fore them. 

But higher than all these consolations, and 
involving all these, is that which springs from 
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the presence of God realized unto the soul. 
WJwfh ihoupassest ihrcmgh the waters^ I imU be 
with thee ; and through the rivers^ they shaU not 
overflow, thee; when thou walkest through the 
fire^ thou shaU not he burned; neither shall the 
flames kindle ujpon thee. For lam the Lord 
thy God, the Holy One of Israel, thy Savior. 
And is this indeed so? Is God my Savior 
with me as I go through the fire and the 
flood? What matter the perils of the sea, 
the violence of the winds, the madness of the 
waves, if Jesus is with me in the boat? 
Though He seem to be sleeping I am safe. 
He will arouse in time to save me. He will 
rebuke the tempest and on the instant there 
shall be a great calm. Ah! let it not be that 
He shall rebuke me also for little fidth. Christ 
engages to be with me; and shall I doubt 
that He is with me ? Christ engages to sup- 
port me, and shall I doubt whether He will 
support me ? Christ engages to deliver me, 
and shall I doubt that He will deliver me ? 
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He bids me cast all my care on Him, for He 
careth for me. 

" And shall I still the load retain 
Which thou hast offered to sustain ? 
No, at thy bidding I will flee, 
And cast my burdens all on thee." 

My soul, there is coming to thee an hour 
of hurried thought, of quickened memory, 
of eager expectation; the hour that shall 
part the vail and make the Present and the 
Future one, and pour upon the Past the light 
of eternity. Oh I then, in the multitude of 
thy thoughts, amid all thy self-upbraidings, 
thy remembered sins, thy conscious weak- 
nesses, thy rising doubte and fears, may the 
consolations of thy Savior's word and pre- 
sence give thee joy. 
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The Psalmist prayed, Search me, God, 
and know my heart Did he comprelieiid the 
import of that prayer ? Do we comprehend 
its import when in onr most pious firames we 
repeat the petition ? To come to the know- 
ledge of oneseli^ to go down to the foundation 
of one's character and hopes, to fethom the 
depths of the soul, and in so doing to fiithom 
as it were the depths of eternity, this is a 
more serious and earnest matter when God 
answers the prayer than we imagine when we 
utter it It is like descending the shaft of a 
mine. Your first descent is by an easy flight 
of steps, and the novelty enlivens, and the 
coolness refreshes you ; but at the bottom of 
these you come to a narrow archway, through 
which you must creep to the next descent, 
which is by a slender perpendicular ladder 
that trembles beneath your weight; you grow 
dizzy and wish yourself safely out again ; the 
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air becomes more chill and damp, and you 
are wet and soiled with the drippings of the 
van-colored strata through which you pass; 
again you crawl through a yet narrower pas- 
sage, tearing your flesh at every motion, and 
now you are on the verge of a deep well, into 
which you must be lowered by crank and 
bucket. You look down into the awfiil un- 
broken glooih. You cast in a pebble and listen 
nervously for the distant plash. You ask the 
guide, * * Are there ever explosions here ?" His 
affirmative answer does not nerve your courage. 
You ask again, *'Do rocks ever fall here?" 
Again the answer is in the affirmative, accom- 
panied by the details of a, recent accidj^t. 
" Does the rope ever break ?" " Yes," again. 
Your knees smite together as you launch into 
the abyss.; the bottom reached, you here find 
countless avenues with mystery on mystery. 
Now your breath is stifled ; now your frame 
is chilled ; now your flesh is woimded ; now 
your sight has gone; again and again you 
wish yourself at the s^irface, yet can not brave 
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the perilons ascent. Who would have ima- 
gined tliat under the smooth grassy mound, 
the fragrant clover, or the teeming orchard, 
such wonders and such dangers lie concealed? 

It is even so with the heart of man. Yet 
must we at times take the candle of God's word, 
or better still the guidance of God's Spirit, and 
fiithom its utmost depths. Though it chill our 
blood and palsy our nerves and sicken our 
brain, yet must we go down, down into the 
caverns of the heart. What find we there ? 

Self-examination is apt to be an occasional 
and a very superficial work. We look into 
ourselves enough to see that there is evil 
there, and in the gross we make confession of 
sin and purpose repentance. But we shrink 
from the details. To tell the number of our 
sins is an unwelcome task ; we avert our eyes 
from them, we seek to cover them, we hope 
to outgrow them, and feel assured at least 
that death will emancipate us from them and 
make us pure. This is a wretched policy. 
**He that covereth his sins shall not prosper," 
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We cannot get rid of sin by any sucli process. 
It can not be concealed; it will not die out; 
it can not be outlived ; death will not cancel 
it Where sin is harbored in the soul, suffered 
to live on without repentance or correction, 
what is there in death to destroy it ? Nay, 
the soul that comes to death with cherished 
sin must needs go to judgment without re^ 
pentance and without pardon. Death works 
no such miraculous transformatioiL Let me 
not delude myself with such a thought Search 
me, O God I 

Sometimes Gk)d searches us by an array of 
providences that expose us to ourselves ; he 
holds up on every side a mirror, and which- 
ever way we turn some phase of our own heart 
is reflected upon us. Sometimes He deals 
directly with the heart, and probes it gently 
but to the quick ; sometimes He tears it open 
with one gaping wound, and as it lies quiver- 
ing in its black defonniiy we must look on 
while conscience guided by his hand lays bare 
this evil motive, this self-interest, this idola- 
trous affection, this impure imagination, this 
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envious desire, till as in the chambers of ima- 
gery that Ezekiel saw, we discover within us 
every abomination. Such a searching is like 
the attempt to cleanse a well whose waters 
have become turbid and foul. You draw out 
a few buckets, and give time for the pure 
water to flow in and settle ; you then draw 
again, but to your surprise it is still turbid; 
you empty bucket after bucket till a deluge 
of slime is heaped around you; the pure water 
is flowing in, but so foul is the well that it is 
continually discolored; and again and again 
must you empty it before it will send up a 
limpid pail, and reflect the dear azure of the 
overhanging sky. Blessed be God if in the 
heart blackened by sin there is a deep well- 
spring of life, that after all this wearisome and 
loathsome emptying of sel^ will bubble up 
pure, and from its placid depths mirror forth 
the light of his countenance. Search me, 
God, and know my heart; try me, and hnow 
my thovghts ; and see if there he any imcked 
way in me^ and lead me in the way everlasting. 
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This "passeth all imderstanding." It can 
not therefore be defined ; it refiises to be beld 
in tbe vice of onr logic, or to be subjected to 
tlie iron pressure of our metapliysical systems. 
It comes to the soul through the avenue of 
the sensibihty, and not through the intellect 
or the wlQ. The knowledge of it is derived 
from the experience of the heart rather than 
from any process of the understanding ; it must 
be felt in order to be known ; it must come 
to the consciousness as a matter of realization 
before it can be apprehended as a matter of in- 
tellection. The soul doth not bring itself into 
this state by mere force of will nor simply by 
meditation upon divine truth. Peace comes to 
it from God. 

There is an external peace that Christ has 
secured to the believer, a peace in his relations 
to God, to his law, to the judgment, and to 
the eternal world. He is our peace ; having 
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slain by the cross tlie enmity subsisting be- 
tween OUT sinful flesh and the violated law, 
He has reconciled us to God, and has preached 
peace to them that were afar off. But " the 
peace of God" is an inward peace, an internal 
tranquillity of the soul. It was this of which 
the Savior spake when in his last interview 
with his sorrowing disciples before the cruci- 
fixion, He said: ^^Peace I leave with you, my 
peace I give to you: not as the world giveth" 
— a brief, fitful, superficial, uncertain, and ever 
limited composure — " not as the world giveth, 
give I unto you : let not your heq,rt be troubled, 
neither let it be afraidP The peace that Jesus 
gives is an entire freedom fi-om trouble and 
fear ; freedom not only from danger, but from 
the apprehension of danger; freedom not only 
from want, but from that solicitude which is 
awakened by real or imaginary need — a state 
of full, constant, undisturbed tranquillity. 

This peace Christ imparts to the soul. It is 
his gift. And yet it is a gift bestowed in ac- 
cordance with the laws of mind and with the 
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laws of truth. There is in it nothing miracu- 
lous, nothing mysterious, though often it comes 
to the soul in an unlooked-for moment, in the 
very, tumult of its thoughts, its fears, its con- 
victions, its grie&^ and without any immediate 
assignable cause. It enters the soul and keeps 
it. Of a sudden there comes a calm — deep, 
rich, ftdl-like a riT^r fflling up every oliaimel, 
every pore, every the minutest rwnification of 
the tranquillized and delighted sensibility. At 
what point this river found entrance to your 
soul you know not — ^this passeth comprehen- 
sion ; on every side it floweth in, and still it 
floweth on, and with every tumult hushed, with 
every apprehension gone, you sit a wonder to 
yourself, in the calm, fiiU blessedness of the 
peace of God. In the chamber of your bitter 
agony, where you groaned with the burden of 
guUt and the anguish of despair, in the soli- 
tude and darkness that but now were filled 
with shapes and sounds of terror, id the cham- 
ber of your deepest griel^ by the bed of death, 
by the cold and silent form you loved, by the 
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yet open coflSn, in the somber presence of 
funereal scenes, you sit serene — the very God 
cf peace abiding in you. 

This peace is not the mere subsidence of 
animal excitement in the interval of the 
paroxysms of grief You have the same con- 
sciousness of sorrow as before ; the pressure 
of calamity is upon you, and grows heavier 
with each dragging hour. Tou have not fisdlen 
into insensibility or mental inaction. Your per- 
ception of your sinfulness is as vivid as ever ; 
your sense of your loss is as keen as when 

sword; your emotions are not exhausted, your 
tears are not dried. Should you at any mo- 
ment give loose to your feelings they would 
hurry you ^way as before ; but you do noi 
give loose them, and this not because your 
wUl restrains them — ^for here the will is im- 
potent — ^not because you have reasoned your- 
sel| into a calmer frame, not because philoso- 
phy or pride has come to your aid and is 
bcisterilig you up with ftise props^ not becatise 
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you have formed resolutions and plans for the 
future and by force of imagination have thrown 
yourself out of present scenes, till Hope has 
distanced Memory; you hav6 no wish to flee 
from sorrow, and know that henceforth it 
must abide with you ; but while every grief 
is present, it is present with an altered mien or 
with its attendant solace, and it comes to you 
sadly but with calm and gentle footsteps ; 
while every sin is present, it is present not as 
an accuser but as a sorrowing monitor, and 
Penitence and Pardon come hand in hand 
with each remembered transgression; your 
peace though not consciously derived from 
God or from meditation upon any specific at- 
tribute of his character or truth of his word, 
is ever associated with his character and his 
word, and these are continually recurring to 
your thoughts. And thus you come to recog- 
nize it as a true, divine peace. It is not the 
induration of the heart under prolonged con- 
viction or excited grief, it is not the uprising 
of the will to reassert its pride of dominion, it 
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is not the stem bracing of a stoical or a neces- 
sitarian philosophy, it is not the diversion of 
thought and emotion into other channels, nor 
is it aa ecstatic and visionary frame into 
which the mind has come through very weak- 
ness and excitement; it is a state of mind in 
which every canse of grief or of mental agita- 
tion is yet consciously present, but is hushed 
down by calm and holy thoughts, by serene 
and majestic shapes of truth and love, that as 
from an invisible source have entered the soul 
and there abide. 

In such a state Conscience is at peace, be- 
cause the will and the affections have come 
into harmony with its demands ; the Will is 
at rest in the accepted wiU of Q-od ; and even 
Imagmation ever fretting the soul with ficti- 
tious hopes or exaggerated fears, is now quies- 
cent at the feet of infinite Knowledge and infi- 
nite Love. God is in the soul. The peace of 
Q-od which passeth aU understanding keeps 
the heart and mind through Christ Jesus. 

But though this peace thus comes to the 
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soul often without^ any immediate and per- 
ceived connection with divine truth, it were the 
height of enthusiasm to suppose it a matter 
either of pure spontaneity or of miraculous 
creation. It is consequent upon a certain atti- 
tude of mind toward God, though the point, 
or the medium, or the instant of its communi- 
cation may be determined by the special influ- 
ence of the Holy Spirit It is connected as a 
promise, with two injunctions. Be oar^l for 
nothing. Oonfide in God. By the study of 
his word, his providence, and his grace, learn 
to trust in Him, and so repress aU undue soli- 
citude about any of your concerns. " Be care- 
ful for nothing, but in every thing by prayer and 
supplication, with thanksgiving, let your requests 
be made known to Qod^ Pray to God habit- 
ually, uniformly, in each event and concern- 
ment of life. Carry every thing to God. Thus 
trusting and thus praying, the peace of Qod, 
ivhich passeih all understanding, shall keep your 
heart and mind through Christ Jesus. 
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•^■QEaMAJK Povr« 

No, Poet, no; not length of years 
Can dry the hidd^i fount of tears ; 
Nor is it given thyplasiio art 
To mold anew the smitten heart; 
The sootliing phrase befits thy rhym&-^ 
But Grief knows not thy soother-^Time. 

I own thee master of the lyre, 
I bless the hope thy words inspire ; 
Yfst sure thy Muse hath wandered &r. 
Grief dies not with the calendar ; 
Its days, its years, its seasons roll 
In endless cycles through the souL 

*Tis not by change of place or clime, 
Nor by thy " great consoler," Time, 
The wounded spirit gains relief 
From its first ecstasy of grief — 
It liveth ever in the past. 
Its memories with its being last. 

Not Time but Love must hence console 
. With gentlest voice the anguished soul ; 



76 MEDITATIOK& 

Lore — all whose beams celestial shine 
In Hdc on earth the Man divine, 
In heayen still the human friend, 
Who will to thee thy Maker bend. 

Cease, womided heart, the world to roye, 
Turn thee to this Celestial Loye I 
Wait not for hoary age to still 
The pangs that memory^s fibres thrilL 
Bow meekly to the uplifted rod. 
Then own thy great Consoler — God. 



A DAT WITH CHBIST. 77 



It may enable one better to realize wbat it 
is to live with Christ, to conceive of TTim as 
being present bodfly aa He was wiUi hia first 
disciples. Suppose then that Christ is at your 
side, just as He was daily with Peter and 
John ; are you quite willing to have Him ob- 
serve all your conduct, to know how you are 
occupied, what you say and do through all the 
day ? He is not present as an austere censor, 
but as a personal friend, kind, patient, for- 
bearing; yet JBEe ia pure and holy, and is 
grieved and olBfended at any departure from 
the perfect law of rectitude and love. And 
now with Christ thus at your side, you are 
supposed to act in all respects as you are ac- 
customed to do, aflSiiTning nothing for the oc- 
casion. How fiix are you prepared to submit 
to the personal inspection of Christ ? 

He enters the family. He rejoices in the 
genial play of affection, and in the innocent 
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mirtli of the fire-side. The little prattler on 
your knee engages his attention and receives 
his caresses. He is a che^:fiil, affectionate, 
considerate visitor, entering with interest into 
every subject relating to your happiness. But 
what impression does the general, the usual 
course of afilEdrs in the &mily produce upcmthe 
mind of such an observer ? How much place 
is given to religion ? Is God honored in your 
house? Is your femily worship so conducted 
— ^I speak it reverently — ^that Christ himself 
could join in it, or could at least be an approv* 
ing spectator? How much of the conversa- 
tion of the &mily is upon topics agreeable to 
Christ? And to what extent is your conver- 
sation upon domestic a&irs and secular 
thmgs characterized by a tone of natural and 
cheerful piety — the recognition of God's 
providence, of moral obhgation, and of the 
superior importance of spiritual things ? 

In the whole economy of the household, in 
the intercourse of the several members of the 
'&mily with each other, how much is there of 



A DAY WITH CHEIST. 79 

tlie spirit of kindness, subduing irascibility 
and fretfulnessy and causing the day to glide 
smoothly and pleasantly onward ? How fer 
are your expenses^ your style of living, the 
education of your children, in a word, all your 
domestic arrangements, regulated so as to meet 
the approbation of Christ ? Endeavor thus to 
entertain Christ in your fiunily for a day, and 
you may discover whether you do truly live 
with Him. 

From the family, Christ now accompanies 
you to your place of btAsiness. He observes 
your deportment in your intercourse with the 
world. He is with you in the counting-room, 
He is with you in the shop. He fe with you 
on 'Change; wherev^ you go, Christ is at 
your side ; whatever you say or do, Christ is 
a witness of it. He sees with what temper 
you bear the disappointments and vexations 
of the day; He sees upon what principles you 
conduct your business, and for what end; 
whether you are in haste to be rich, or 
whether, while "not slothful in business," you 
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are still "fervent in spirit, serving the Lord." 
Christ stands by you when you are making a 
bargain, knows whether you speak the truth 
or take advaatage of your neighbor. If you 
act just as you are accustomed to do, how 
much will Christ see in you to approve, and 
that wiU cause Him to rej oice in such a repre- 
sentative; or how much that will cause Him 
to blush for the honor of his name? 

From your femily and your place of busi- 
ness Christ next goes with you into society. 
Perhaps the company to which you introduce 
Him is a circle of relatives or of Christian 
fiiends, who have met for social entertainment. 
Such a company ought to be congenial to his 
tastes and feelings* Does it prove to be so? 
In your deportment and that of your fellow- 
Christians in a social party, are your topics 
of conversation and methods of amusement 
such that Christ will feel quite at home 
there, and as a cheerful fiiend can participate 
therein? 

But perhaps the company to which you 
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introduce Him is of a different character— a 
gay worldly party. As Christ enters this 
brilliant assembly, is He not struck with the 
incongruity of your going to such a place in 
quest of enjoyment? And as the entertain- 
ment of the evening proceeds, the giddy dance 
begins, the games are introduced, the wine 
circulates freely, and the flippant conversation 
grows more noisy as night wears away, does 
not He wonder more and more that any disci- 
ple of his should take pleasure in such scenes, 
and court their deleterious excitement? 

Possibly Christ is gratified at seeing how 
that young disciple, whose relations to society 
have casually brought her into such a position, 
maintains her consistency, and demeans her- 
self as a Christian in the presence of the gay 
and giddy world. But when you are again 
invited to such a party be sure that you ask 
Christ to go with yon, and that you keep TTiTn 
at your side. 

Leaving these scenes, Christ next attends 
you to your chseU He observes whether you 
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resort thither cheerfully, or by constraint of 
conscience and of habit ; whether you enter it 
inahuny, and after a hurried prayer aada 
listless mechanical reading of the Scriptures, 
rush forth again to the world of business or 
of pleasure where your heart has mainly been; 
or whether your closet is a favorite resort, 
which you delight to seek, and where you 
love to linger, that you may hold near and 
intimate converse with Him. Are you willing 
that Christ should thus enter your closet with 
you? 

He attends you also to the prayer-Tneeting 
and to the hmse of Ood. He knows what 
passes in your mind before going, whether 
you go cheerfully or of constraint, after a long 
conflict between duty and inclinatioiu He 
knows what preparation you laake for these 
social and public religious services, and in 
what spirit — ^for He reads the heart — you en- 
gage in them. Would you be willing to per- 
form these duties as you are accustomed to do, 
with Christ at your side as a close observer? 
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And in the same manner Christ takes no- 
tice of what you do for His cxtuse. He knows 
whether you visit the poor, converse with the 
impenitent, seek out the vicious and degraded, 
and in what spirit you perform such labors. 
If you are a Sabbath-school teacher, He sits 
by your side and observes whether you hear 
your class mechanically, or whether with 
kindness and patience you adapt your in- 
structions to them personally, and are intent 
upon their salvation. Christ is at your side, 
too, when an appeal is made to you for a 
charitable object, and He sees how you re- 
gard it, what excuses you offer for refusing it 
in private, or how much you put into the con- 
tribution-box when such an appeal is made in 
public. Are you quite willing that Christ 
should see and know, as a personal observer, 
just what you are doing for his cause? 

If you will endeavor thus to conceive of 
Christ as with you in the body, for a single 
day, you may judge how far you truly live 
with Him. 



84 MEDITATIONS. 



^ |0r«Iain-Cferist ani i\t f tart-C|rist 

Few Christians have attained to that inti- 
mate and complete union with Christ of which 
He spoke in the last interview with his dis- 
ciples before his crucifixion. "AWcfe in me, 
and I in you,^^ It is not merely trusting in 
Christ, or walking with Christ ; it is living in 
Him, and having His presence ever in the 
souL As two fiiends, though separated, live 
in each other's thoughts and affections, and 
possess one spirit, seek each other's happiness, 
rejoice in each other, and often without con- 
sultation come as it weore instinctively to the 
same opinion, and adopt the same course of 
life, so Christ aud the true beUever are one. 

Paul, in one of those sententious sayings 
which contain an epitome of the Gospel, de- 
clares that the grand revelation of the New 
Testament is, " Christ in you the hope ofghryP 
Oh! the predousness of such a union with 
Christ ! of such a real presence of the Savior 
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in the soul I And yet it is to be feared that 
many of his followers know but little of it. 

Some have merely an historic Christ. They 
receive the fects recorded of his life and death 
as the ground of confidence in Him as the Sav- 
ior of the world. They believe in that 
Christ who appeared in Judea eighteen cen- 
turies ago, and rest their hopes of salvation 
upon his finished work. But Christ, like 
any chaiacter in history, is wilih them only an 
object of outward contemplation. 

Others have a dogmatic Christ : the Christ 
of the catechism and the-, schools. They be- 
lieve in the atonement, in the doctrine of jus- 
tification by &ith alone^ in the mediation of 
Jesus as their great High-Priest ; in a word, 
in all those doctrines called Orthodox. They 
are soimd in the fidth, and zealous for the 
honor of the Gospel ; and yet Christ is too 
much in their creed, and too little in their 

hearts. 

What we need in order to know the full 

power of Christ — ^the power of his life, the 
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power of his doctrine, the power of his death, 
the power of his resurrection — is, to have 
Christ m US as the one object of thought, 
of affection, of desire, of hope, of joy — ^to be 
in sympathy with his feelings and his work — 
to be swayed by his spirit. 

I know not how better to illnstrate this 
general idea, than by the following incident 
A German woman, a Catholic, residing in 
New- York, on leaving her native land had 
received from her priest a charm, which was 
to preserve her amid the perils of the voyage, 
and to protect her in a land of strangers. 
Such a charm is generally procured by Ger- 
man Catholic emigrants before coming to 
America. Sometimes it consists of a small 
crucifix ; sometimes of a mere picture of the 
Savior on the cross, enveloped in a leather 
case ; sometimes of an image of the Virgin. 
In this case it was a crucifix of porcelain. Its 

possessor having reached New- York in safely, 
and thus proved the .virtue of her crucifix, 

kept it suspended upon the wall of her cham- 
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ber, as an aid to devotion, if not itself an ob- 
ject of grateful adoration. But one day as 
she was adjusting the famiture of the room, a 
sudden jar brought down the crucifix to the 
floor, and broke her Sayior into a hundred 
fragments. Alas ! what could she now do ? 
She had lost her Christ — her friend, her pro- 
tect Dr. For a time she gave herself np to 
weeping and self-reproach. But in her grief 
die sought counsel of a neighbor in an adjoin- 
ing apartment. " What shall I do ?" she cried, 
" for my dear Christ is broken to pieces ?" 

It happened that this neighbor was one of 
a congregation of German seceders from the 
Eoman Catholic Church : one who had em- 
braced the doctrines of evangelical reli- 
gion, and who had experienced the grace of 
Christ in her own soul. She said to her dis- 
tressed friend : " Do not grieve, and I will tell 
you how you may make up your loss. I keep 
the Savior always in my hearV^ She then ex- 
plained to her the Scriptures, and invited her 
to go and hear the preacher of the new con- 
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gregation on the next Sabbath. The invita- 
tion was accepted : the eyes of the poor dis- 
consolate woman were opened, and she, too, 
found a Christ whom she can keep always in 
her heart, and «rf whom no casualty nor vio- 
lence can ever deprive her. 

Our Mth in the historic evidences of Christ- 
ianity may be shaken, at times, by those 
doubts and fears to which all Christians are 
exposed ; our creeds may be assailed or under- 
mined ; our ecclesiastical eyatdma may be ex- 
ploded into fragments ; but nothing shall ever 
deprive us of Christ, if He be in " us the hopo 
of glory." 
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Christ Initotlling* 

The great thought upon which the Savior 
dwelt in his last iaterview with his disciples 
before the crucifixion, was that after his bod- 
ily presence should have been withdrawn, He 
would really be with them more intimately 
than before. For three years He had been 
.with them, thenceforth He would be in 
them. "Yet a little while and the world 
seeth me no more ; but ye see me ; and be- 
cause I live, ye shall live also." He promised 
them a complete identity with himself in in- 
terests and in blessedness ; nay more than this 
— ^a certain life-union that should constitute 
them one with Christ. " At that day ye shall 
know that I am in my Father, and ye in Me 
and I in y(mP He spake also of a peculiar 
manifestation of Himself to his disciples, such 
as the world could not witness, and when one of 
them desired to know how this divine manifest- 
ation shduld be, and how they should be con- 
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scions of it, " Jesus answered and said to him, K 
a man love Me, lie willkeep iny word ; and my 
Father shall love him, and we wiU come to Mm 
amd make our abode with Ai9»." 

Often as we have pondered these words 
ihey have seemed to vaU. an impenetrable mys- 
tery ; and this because the mind was intent 
upon comprehending the manner of this in- 
dwelling, rather than upon taking cognizance 
of the fact itself through its palpable evi- 
dences. But in truth it is with this iudwelling 
of Christ in the soul, as with the peace of 
Gbd ; it is a fact of personal experience that can 
not be analyzed and reduced to a metaphy- 
sical proposition* It were easy indeed to set 
it forth both negatively and positively ; to show 
that Christ does not dwell in the believer in 
his essential nature or by any visible mani- 
festation; and that He does dwell in the 
thoughts, the affections, the desires, and the 
purposes of the soul, through his perceived 
character and relations, his adopted principles 
and spirit, and his ever-living truth. But this 
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after all is a dry skeleton of the intellect, or if 
it be clothed with flesh and beautified, that is 
a work of the imagination which vanishes 
again into aiiy nothing when the heart in 
loneliness and sorrow would cla^ a present 
Saviar. The living Savior will not be thus 
dissected and analyzed by the speculative rea- 
son, and taken piecemeal into the heart ; if 
He enters the heart at all He comes to it in 
his. own way,, aad the heart knows that He is 
there. 

Christ gave to the inquiring Judas no ex- 
planation of the mode of that divine manifest- 
ation which He had promised. He did not 
say, " You will meditate upon my character, 
my person, my teachings, my relations to you, 
and my spirit will so quicken your percep- 
tions of truth and so enliven your affections, 
that you shall see Me and feel my presence as 
if I were with you in the body." But what 
said he ? " Judas (not Iscariot) saith to Him, 
Lord, how is it that thou wilt manifest thyself 
to us, and not to the world? Jesus answered 
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and said unto liiin, "If amanlove Me, he will 
keep my words ; and my Father will love him, 
and we wiU come to him^ and rruike our abode 
witk Aim." But this answer does not tell how 
Christ will manifest Himself; it declares what 
are the conditions and what the evidences 
of that manifestation, but as a psychological 
phenomenon or as a problem in mental philoso- 
phy, the answer renders it not one whit plain- 
er than the original declaration. Indeed in 
this respect the answer is even more myste- ' 
rious than the first announcement. .Christ 
comes to the soul — ^no doubt in connection 
with his truth and the exercise of faith upon 
that truth — ^but nevertheless He comes to the 
awakened consciousness with a realization of 
his presence that words can not define, and He 
ABIDES in the soul, diffusing spiritual light, 
and life, and comfort, and joy, as from a self- 
luminous globe whose interior constitution 
can not be analyzed, and whose brilliant eflSu- 
ence eludes our nicest tests. 
That this indwelling of Christ in the soul 
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is a reality is plain from the experience of 
John, whose first epistle is a continuous reflec- 
tion of it. " Truly our fellowship is with the 
Father and with his son Jesus Christ." John 
walked in that holy fellowship. As we read 
Neander, especially when he acts as the inter- 
preter of John or of Christ's last sayings, it is 
evident that he has experimentally appre- 
hended the indwelling of Christ. This he 
does not explain — or if he attempts to explain 
it he is caught in the subtleties of German me- 
taphysics — ^but it beams upon us from his in- 
nermost consciousness ; we know that Christ 
dwelleth in him because Christ shines ever- 
more through his genial, childlike, affectionate 
piety. 

No doubt Christ dwells in the soul by his 
character, his doctrines, his precepts, his ex- 
ample, his spirit, his promises, his relations, 
as these are dwelt upon in meditative faith. 
But is there not above all this a sympathetic 
union, aheart-life, a subtle acting of his mind 
upon ours, that comes not in the first instance 
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through the ditical reason, but through the 
pliant and gladdened sensibility ? Our limit- 
ed human experiences here fumidi us with 
some feint analogy. You love to devotion 
the chosen partner of your life. The charms 
of person, of mind, and of heart, the hallowed 
sympathy, the dear companionship of years, 
have made the one being with whom you 
dwell the all in all of earth. Where every 
counsel, every care, every joy, every thought 
has been shared, you can conceive of no higher 
fellowship. But you do not yet understand 
the capacities of your own nature. This fel- 
lowship, so intimate and so complete, is yet a 
fellowship connected with and manifested by 
external media — a dwelling with, rather than 
aa indwelling. Let now this partner of your 
life be for weeks, and months, and years, an 
invalid, feeble, dependent, wasting before your 
eyes with slow disease; let every generous' 
and tender sympathy of your being be enlisted 
for the relief of suffering, and every plan and 
arrangement of life be shaped for that end ; 
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let eacli day bring its alternations of hope and 
of fear, of comfort and of distress ; let your 
eye with the quick glance of aflfection mark 
every change, note every symptom, catch 
every expression, read every thought and wish, 
and you have become absorbed in this dear 
object with a oneness of feeling to which you 
were before a stranger. On the busy street, 
in the shop, the counting-room, the study, in 
the public assembly, in the silent watches of 
the night, this one object is ever present not 
to thought only, but to every susceptibility of 
the soul, while through all the changeful phases 
of that presence your emotions follow as the 
tides obey the moon. So too does that loved 
one live in you, read your thoughts, and drink 
in your spirit ; and thus through the quick 
and subfle sensibility, or through some new 
channel of your being that emotion has forced 
open, do two souls, hitherto linked together 
by every outward and visible tie, flow gently 
into one, and know a union that death itself 
can not dissever. Even so does Christ come 
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and abide in the soul tliat, penitent and trust- 
ful, looks to Him; even so does He bear its 
griefe and cany its sorrows ; even so does He 
nerve it with his strength and fill it with his 
joy, nntil that soul comes to live in Him as its 
own indissoluble life. Yes, far transcending 
all sympathetic union of human spirits, is that 
deep, sacred, all-pervading union of sympathy 
and affection into which Christ the Creator 
and the Bedeemer of the soul, enters with that 
soul when He comes to manifest Himself to it 
and to abide with it 

But how shall we know that Christ is really 
present with us — ^that it is Christ whom we 
see and not a creation of our own excited 
imagination ? On that point there is no need 
of mistake. Though we can not know how 
Christ enters the soul, we may always know 
when He is really there ; and the evidences 
of his presence should -engage our thoughts 
more than the manner of it. The Apostle 
John gives us these evidences in such terms 
as these: "He that keepeth his commandments, 
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dwelleth in Him, and He in him. And hereby 
we know that He abideth in ns by the spirit 
which He hath given us. If we love one 
another, God dwelleth in ns, and his love is 
perfected in ns. Hereby know we that we 
dwell in Him, and He in ns, because He hath 
given us of his Spirit. He that dwelleth in love, 
dwelleth in Gtod, and God in him." The 
spirit of obedience and the spirit of love secure 
to us the indwelling of Christ Especially is 
it through the spirit of love that Christ enters 
the soul, and by that spirit that He manifests 
his presence. He that dwelleth in love, whose 
whole spirit and life, whose every thought 
and purpose is under the direction of love to 
God and man — ^is the out-going of that love — 
will know assuredly that Christ and the Father 
have come to him and have taken up their 
abode with him. 
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In a fierce tempest that swept over New- 
York in midsummer, tlie walls of a clmrcli 
then erecting were shaken and in part thrown 
to the groimd. On inqniring into the cause 
of the disaster I learned that though the ma- 
terials were good and the workmanship 
thorough, it proved that the soil in which the 
foundations were laid was a quicksand which 
had shifted under the weight of the building, 
and had left it at the mercy of the winds. 
The wall was taken down to the foundation ; 
piles were then driven thickly together till 
they formed a solid basis ; then heavy timber 
was laid on the top of these ; next a fiom and 
consistent soil was heaped upon the whole, 
and then the masonry was relaid, and the wall 
bmltup again in massive strength. 

As with that foundation so is it with many 
of the grounds of earthly hope, comfort, and 
joy. Man builds upon firiendship, upon wealth, 
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i^}on public opinion or reputation, and rears 
on these liis lofty hopes and schemes ; but 
when he is shaken by some mighty wind these 
foondationd often prove to be only quicksands; 
they slide from imder him, and all that he had 
built upon them comes toppling down. "What 
then? Though the crash seems dreadful, all 
is not lost. He can build again, and if he is 
wise he will look well to his foundation, and 
he will go below all human props and aids, 
that he may plant himself firmly in Q-od. He 
will not begin to build upward till he has 
sounded the treacherous deptiM around him, 
and has struck the rock, and bolted himself to 
that. Yes, though the discipline be severe, 
and to a sensitive spirit almost insupportable, 
it is weU for one who is aiming to do right, to 
be forsaken by friends, and maligned and 
buffeted by enemies, to be cast out as vile, and 
blown upon by fierce winds of human passion, 
that he may learn what strength and comfort 
are in God. 
There are depths of the heart and depths of 
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religious experiencje which we can leam only 
by such a trial, and to leam which is worth 
years of patient suffering. A blessed result 
of this is, that it leads one to fix himself abso- 
lutely upon God. Why should we shrinV 
from trials that come to us in the way of duty 
or as a heaven-sent discipline? We are in 
the hands of ONE who, while He shakes the 
mountains with his tempests, doth also temper 
the wind to the shorn lamb* In this ever- 
shifting world, amid its varying and often 
boisterous currents, one needs a sure anchorage, 

and this he finds when he is driven to put his 
trust alone in God. 
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(^a^ ant gltfnp* 

It is' a great thing to liave confidence in 
God — such confidence as leads ns in times of 
commotion or sudden fear, to sing withDavid 
and with Luther, "God is our refuge and 
strength;" such confidence as keeps the soul 
calm and secure in all emergencies, and estab- 
lishes it upon a rock. But this is the confi- 
dence to which the believer is called ; a con- 
fidence implicit and absolute; a confidence 
that gives the. Soul strong consolation, pnd 
holds it sure and stead&st to that within the 
vail. The promises of God and the history of 
his dealings with his people, alike warrant this 
confidence. 

The people of God are always safe. Dear 
to Him as the apple of his eye, graven on the 
palm of his hand, they can not be forgotten, 
they will not be forsaken. All outward 
changes and commotions are for their ultimate 
peace and victory. When God sends the de- 
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luge, He provides the ark. Not one drop of 
rain until the holy family is housed. When 
God pouis out the avenging fire, He points 
his servants to the mountain of reJfiige. Not 
one flash of lightning till the righteous are safe 
at Zoar. When Gtod smites Ihe jSrst-bom of 
Egypt, He sprinkles his people with the blood 
of the lamb. Not one stroke of the avenging 
sword tin every fiunily of Israel is sealed. 
When God would overthrow Babylon, Israel 
is hidden in His secret pavilion. When Jeru- 
salem is to be destroyed, aU the disciples are 
first made secure at Pella, beyond Jordan. 
Such is the confidence in God that history in- 
spires. Whatever may betide, his people are 
safe. He who sends the storm provides the 
refiige. 

I once had a striking and touching experi- 
ence of this in the desert of Sinai, Our party 
was overtaken by the fierce simoom. At mid- 
day the sun was turned into darkness ; the 
air was filled with flying particles of the finest 
sand, that choked the nostrils and blinded the 
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eyes. The foot-track was effaced. The form 
of a camel ten paces ahead could not be dis- ^ 
tmgmshed. Like blinding snow driven and 
drifted by the winds of March, came the hot 
sands of the desert, stinging, whirling, drift- 
ing, commingling the earth and the sky. The 
patient camel groped his way with averted 
head; the dogged Arab buried himself in his 
mantle with his back to the storm ; the travel- 
ers longed for deliverance. Before the simoom 
had reached its height, they came suddenly 
upon a rude building of stone, well protected 
with roof and doors, which the hand of charity 
had erected there in the desert for a shelter. 
With joy they rushed into it, and with closed 
doors, safe jfrom sand and heat and wind, and 
happy in each other and in God their deliverer, 
they listened to the ragtag storm till its voice 
was hushed in the darkness of the night. So 
when the storm of indignation sweeps the 
earth, when the blast of the Almighty hides 
the sun and rocks the solid globe, when at 
mid-day there is darkness that may be felt, 
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when man and beast groan witli tenor, and 
the pilots of the desert lose their reckoning and 
resign themselves to &te| then is heard a voice 
above the tempest, "Come, my people, enter 
thou into thy chambers, and shut thy doors 
about thee; hide thyself for a little moment, 
until the indignation be overpast ; for behold 
the Lord cometh out of his place to punish the 
inhabitants of the earth for their iniquity." 

He who creates the storm rides upon it ; 
He will give us shelter; He will bring us 
peace. Let us have confidence in Gkxi. " It 
is better to trust in the Lord than to put con- 
fidence in princes." " Pear not little flock, for 
it is your Father's good pleasure to give you 
the kingdom." 
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^n infaltuing frnst* 

How beautiful an expression of feitli is tliat 
with which. Habakkuk closes his prophecy. 
He can bear to see himself stripped of all 
earthly possessions, can write out an inventory 
of his losses till the catalogue shows his entire 
stock swept away, and then instead of a mere 
submission to the will of God, he rgoices in 
God above all and notwithstanding all. 

How lovely was nature in Palestine in a 
fruitful season. As the prophet had gazed 
upon it from the hills around Jerusalem, his 
heart must often have kindled with David's 
songs of spring and harvest. Northward the 
hills of Ephraim were clothed with the vine 
and the fig-tree planted in terraces to their 
very crowns. The skill of husbandry was 
expended in banking up the earth in ridges 
by walls of stone girdling the hills, and thus 
retaining the moisture and providing a depth 
of soil whereon the vines and trees might bask 
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in the southern sun. The deep-green leaf of 
the fig, with its budding fruit of lighter hue, 
the profiise foliage of the vines, trailed along 
the ground or trimmed even with the terraces, 
the golden clusters peeping through the leaves 
and ripening in the sun, would hide the 
nakedness and stoniness of the hill-sides, and 
give to all that broken region the appearance 
of an artificial garden ; — ^Nature folding her 
luxuriant robes about her, and rising to greet 
the sun. Southward the vast plain of Ee- 
phaim, stretching toward the hills of Bethlehem 
and the broken country of the Philistines on 
the west, was covered with the swelling grain, 
one immense area of waving com, divided by- 
no visible landmark, but checkered with the 
various hues of millet, barley, and wheat. 
Both on the east and on the west, the short, 
gnarled, and sturdy olive covered the hills — 
to one of which it gave its name ; its leaves 
flickering in the sunbeams, now green, now 
white, like the changing wiUow, its white 
flowers hanging in clusters, or -the small, 
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plump, black fruit, dangling from its stem. 
Over all these hills, scattered at intervals, 
were flocks of sheep and goats browsing 
among the rocks, or clustered within the folds 
around every village ; and cattle used in hus- 
bandry and for burdens, were drawing the 
plow in the valleys, or carrying home the 
sheaves piled on their backs, or treading out 
the grain. This scene of quiet beauty and of 
abounding fruitfulness was renewed from year 
to year. 

The Hebrew child opened his; eyes upon 
these teeming valleys, and terraced hills, and 
numerous flocks, and grew up in the pride of 
an inheritance in a land flowing with milk 
and honey. This was his possession. And 
yet how absolute was his dependence upon 
Q-od for the annual blessings of the earth! 
His was a good soil and a fine climate ; but 
all this fruitfiilness depended upon that which 
he could neither supply nor command. TJnless 
from October till December fell the autumnal 
rain, day' after day, swelling the streams, 
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filling the spnngs and reservoirs, and maJdng 
soft tlie furrows; and again in March and 
April the continuous rain of spring blessing 
the tender herb of the field ; the plowed field 
would become a waste; the terraced hills a 
stony desert; and the bleating flocks would 
die for lack of food. Intersected by no great 
rivers, watered mainly by winter torrents, and 
having few perennial springs, the land of 
Palestine would bleach like the sands of the 
desert, should God withhold the former and 
the latter rain. 

And yet in view of such a scene of sterility 
and desolation, the prophet utters this confi- 
dence in Grod. Although the Jig-tree shall not 
blossom, neither shall fruit he in the vines ; the 
labor of the olive shall fail, and the fields shall 
yield no meat ; the flock shaU be cut off from the 
fold, and there shall be no herd in the stalls ; 

YET I WILL REJOICE IN THE LOBD, I WILL 
JOY IN THE God of my SALVATION. 



RIVETED IK CHRIST. 109 



Christ is a foundation — ^the foundation of 
our hope, of our peace, of our salvation ; the 
foundation of all true worship, of all true 
access to God; the foundation of that spiritual 
temple which Jehovah is rearing to Himself 
amid the ruins of the Ml. He is the only 
foimdation; the foundation that 'the Lord 
himself has laid for the hopes of a perishing 
worid. He is the 6omer-stone — ^the support 
and the connection of the whole building — 
the chief comer-stone, chosen, tried, precious, 
sure, adjusted by infinite wisdom and infinite 
power to its position of honor, of strength, 
and of beauty, in the stupendous work of 
man's redemption. 

Am I built on this foundation ? Men may 
disallow it, but God has chosen it, and it shall 
stand. Have I then chosen it as my founda- 
tion? Do I rest upon it as my confidence 
and support? Am I cemented t8 this founda- 
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tion, riveted to it, so that all my interests are 
consolidated with the interests of Christ? 
"Think it not enough," says the excellent 
Leighton, "think it not enough thiftt you 
know this stone is laid, but see whether you 
are built on it by faith. The multitude of 
imaginary believers lie round about it, but 
they are iaever the better nor the surer for 
that, any more than stones that lie loose in 
heaps near imto a foimdation, but are not 
joined to it. There is no benefit to us by 
Christ, without union with Him ; no comfort 
in his riches, without an interest in them, and 
a title to them, by virtue of that union. This 
union is the spring of all spiritual consolations. 
And faith, by which we are thus united, is a 
Divine work. He that laid this foundation 
in Sion with his own hand, works likewise, 
with the same hand, faith in the heart, by 
which it is knit to this comer-stone." Yes, faith 
is the cement that unites the soul to this sure 
foundation — ^the etherial link that binds it 
evermore to Christ " To whom coining as 
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to a living stone, ..... ye also, as lively 
stones, are built up a spiritual house." 

Have I tliis faith ? " To you who believe. 
He is precious" — ^an object of honor and 
esteem. Is Christ precious to me? Is He 
not only an object of fitful admiration and 
affection — as when his attractions are por- 
trayed in eloquent discourse — ^but is He 
precious^ my only honor, my ever chief de- 
light? Then am I built on Him by faith; 
then may I claim that blessed promise, " He 
that believeth on Him shall not be confounded 
— shall not make haste." Then all my inter- 
ests are safe ; then I am safe — ^forever safe. 

In the fer South there is a river which, or- 
diaarily still and shallow, in the spring-time 
is swollen by heavy rains or melted snow 
from the mountains, and whose sudden fresh- 
ets devastate the whole country through 
which it flows. One who wished to avail 
himself of this stream for manufacturing pur- 
poses, selected a site for his building where 
the foimdation was of living rock ; this rock 
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was drilled at various points to the depth of 
several inches, huge stones selected and 
shaped with care were then laid upon it in 
cement, each stone being furnished also with 
iron bolts that fitted into the sockets prepared 
in the foundation, and were there soldered by 
fused metal; thus was each stone bolted to 
its feUow, and the whole to the foundation. 
The neighbors laughed at such pains-taking 
and expense, and iii their improvident way- 
thought it better to take the risk of a fi-eshet. 
To what purpose was a pyramid of granite 
built beside a shallow summer rill? The 
next spring there came a jfreshet of imprece- 
dented suddenness and force. Wide the 
torrent overflowed its banks, sweeping down 
plantations, fences, trees, huts, houses, with 
appalling devastation. The occupants fled in 
dismay ; confounded at the sudden ruin, they 
made haste to escape for their lives. Mean- 
while, the workmen of this factory pursued 
their customary labors within its walls ; fi*om 
the windows they saw the roaring flood, the 
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crashing trees and buildings, the torrent of 
destruction rolling by; yet they felt no 
alarm, they were not confounded with sur- 
prise, they were not agitated by one anxious 
thought, they did not make haste to secure 
their safety by flight ; they knew that they 
were safe — ^nowhere could they be safer than 
there, founded on the rock, bolted to the 
rock. 

Thus it is with the soul that is built on 
Christ. Secure in Him it can not know a 
fear. No danger can surprise it, no agitation 
or alarm can disturb its peace. It shall not 
make haste, it shall not ask, "Whither shall I 
flee? — ^for only where it is, can it be safe. 
" They that are disappointed and ashamed in 
their hopes, run to and fro, and seek afl^r 
some new resource. The believing soul 
makes haste to Christ, but it never finds cause 
to hasten from him .... Such times may 
come as will shake all other supports,* but 
this holds out against all — though the earth be 
removed, yet wiU not we fear. Though the 
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frame of the world were crackmg about a 
man's ears, he may hear it imaflBriglited who 
is built on this foundation. And in that 
great day wherein aM faces sfiaU gather black- 
ness and be filled with confrision, that have 
n^lected to make Christ their stay when He 
was offered them, then it shall appear how 
happy they are who have trusted in Him ; 
they shaM not be conjimndedy but shall lift up 
iheir faces, a'ndle acquitted in Him- 

Come then, my soul, and join thyself to 
Christ alone. Build upon this sure foundation, 
and rivet thyself and thine immortal destiny 
to Christ, by every tie of gratitude and 
affection, with every fiber of thy being. Be 
not content to have believed in Him, to have 
built upon Him thy hope, but daily by new 
bonds rivet thyself to this living and eternal 
rock. In thy morning meditations, let some 
new aspect of Christ, some new application of 
Christ, some new adaptation of his words and 
his life to thy condition and thy wants, be as 
a burning bolt of love to bind thee unto Him, 
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and let the glow of devotion at eventide, the 
grateful remembrance of what Christ hath 
been to thee this day, weld and clinch that 
bolt forever. » 

Oh I let me be established on the rock I 
Then shall I be firm in every trial, in every 
conflict, in every temptation ; then when the 
cold, dark waters of death shall rise about me, 
I shall not be confounded; though they 
gurgle in my ears and chill the life-blood in 
my heart, yet I shall touch bottom all the 
way, shall feel the rock beneath my feet, and 
shall emerge upon the crystal pavement on 
the other side. 
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"got ^ttlitKXU* 

"I WILL not leave you orphans,^^ fiaidJesus 
as He was about to depart from his disciples. 
An oiplian lias no natural protector ; no pro- 
per guide ; no fether upon whose counsels he 
can lean, upon whose aid he can rely ; no 
mother to whose ever-ready sympathy he can 
resort, and in whose love he can nestle secure 
from every childish fear. He is alone and 
desolate. He grows up without nurture; like 
a plant by the way-side exposed to be plucked 
or trodden down by every passer-by, or like 
the wild shrub of the heather, subject to every 
storm, without shelter by day or by night, 
from sun, or wind, or cold, or tempest, or the 
careless tramp of hunter or of ravenous beast. 
The orphan may have a guardian ; but often 
does the guardian content himself with ftilfiU- 
ing his legal duties to his ward, while his 
intellectual development, and his social and 
moral culture are quite overlooked. Too 
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often the commission for his own services is 
with the guaxdian a leading consideration in 
all his care of his ward's person and estate. 
Sometimes, indeed, the orphan finds a home 
in the bosom of a femily allied to his own by 
consaDgiiinity or by the tried friendship of 
years, and there he may forget his lone and 
comfortless condition in the light and warmth 
and tenderness of a disinterested and a per- 
manent affection. Yet even snch a femily, 
with all its genial influences, with its affec- 
tionate, its refining, its sanctifying cialture, 
can not be to him in all things as the home 
of earlier years, before death had thrown its 
shadow over the dignity and grace, the gentle- 
ness and saintly purity that presided there. 

The most anxious wish of the dying parent 
is to provide, in the plighted faith or the 
known affection of another, some security for 
the proper nurture of the children now to 
be deprived of their natural guardian. The 
Christian is enabled in faith to commend his 
orphans to God; but the utmost confidence 
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of &ith does not argue an in^fference to sucli 
temporal provision for their lyielfare as a pru- 
dent forethougbt may suggest Yet with, all 
that both fidth and forethought ean do for its 
relief, the condition of the orphan is still most 
desolate. " I will not leave you orphans, " said 
Jesus to his sorrowing disciples, "I will not 
leave you orphans; I will come to you again." 
The affectionateness of Christ in his closing 
interview with his disciples is one of the most 
remarkable features of that memorable scene. 
The humanity of Jesus was as conspicuous in 
the expression of sympathy as was his divinity 
in the assurance of his omnipresent indwelHng. 
Jesus was truly a man — ^a perfect man — ^a man 
in whose soul every sensibility and every affec- 
tion was most exqtdsitely toned, and who 
could reciprocate the endearments of friend- 
ship with more than the love of woman, with 
a strength, a purity, and a delicacgr of affection 
known only to souls that are free from sin. 
The little circle of disciples constituted his 
family ; upon these he bestowed an affection 
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kindred to that of the nearest relations of life. 
On one occasion he stretched forth his hand 
toward* his disciples and said, "Behold my 
mother and my brethren I For whosoever 
shall do the will of my Father which is in 
heaven, the same is my brother, and sister, 
and mother." These disciples were for three 
years his intimate companions. Thoy had 
forsaken all for Him, and had shared his cares 
and sorrows and toils. He loved them ; loved 
them not only with the divine compassion 
that had brought him into the world to save 
them from their sins ; loved them not only as 
a Eedeemer, ready to oflfer himself as a sacri- 
fice for their salvation ; but loved them as a 
friend with a personal attachment. Indeed, 
there were those among them for whom He 
had a peculiar regard ; — ^thus he selected Peter 
and James and John to witness any special 
manifestations of his glory, and John was 
called habitually "the disciple whom Jesus 
loved." The thought of parting from these 
cherished friends was painfiJ. He had borne 
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with their weaknesses, their ignorance, and 
their folly — ^He could even bear their deser- 
tion — ^for He loved them with the most deep 
and tender affection. And now in this closing 
hour, forgetful of Himself He expressed that 
afiEection in the most pathetic terms. His 
concern was not that Ek was about to suffer 
and to die, but that they were about to be left 
alone as lambs in the midst of wolves. He 
prayed for them, He counseled them, He gave 
them his sympathy. " Little children," said 
He — ^before this He had called them his disci- 
ples or his friends— but now He says to them, 
"Little children, yet a little while I am with 
you." Some of them perhaps had numbered 
more years on earth than Christ himself, but 
as an expression of tenderness and affection He 
calls them little children; and in the same 
tender association adds, " I will not leave you 
orpAaTw." 

The provision made for these immediate and 
personal disciples is extended also to all who 
have believed upon his name. "I wUl not 
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leaye you solitary ; I will come to you." 
Blessed promise-^ provision made by Christ 
himself for the protection, the guidance, and 
the support of his disciples. I will not leave 

you SOLITAEY. 



11 
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f |t "^tmmli Coming. 

"I WILL not leave you solitary ; ImUcome 

to youy Ah I this is more than earthly friends 

can promise at parting. These can commend 

ns to God ; they can leave ns with composnre 

in the hands of an aU-wise and an aJmiglity 

Father; and they can console ns with the 

fond hope of meeting them again ;— but the 

dying parent can not say to his children, as if 

he were goLag on a journey, " I will come to 

you again ; in a little while ye shall see me." 

How would such an assurance, could it be 

realized, mitigate the anguish of separation, 

and make the parting at death nothing more 

than the parting for a journey at the railway 

station or on the deck of a steamer. But no 

such assurance can friends send back to us 

from the world of departed spirits. Some- 
times on the confines of that world, a fervid 

imagination or a quickened fiuith will seize 

the hope of an angelic ministry to those whom 
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it has loved on earth. "May I not know 
you? May I not visit you?" it inquires 
earnestly, hopefully ; but it can not say — I 
wiU coTne to you. 

A venerable minister of Christ who had ex- 
perienced the sorest of earthly bereavements, 
once said: "I never enter the pulpit but a 
Baying of my dear partner, just as life was" 
fest ebbing, comes into my mind. * Weep not 
for me— who can tell but that, when you are 
preaching the unsearchable riches of Christ, I 
may be permitted to be near you to joy over 
you — ^weep not for me.' There may be sel- 
fishness in it, there may be too much of human 
weakness — ^but I feel as if the thought nerved 
me up to proclaim the fullness of that salvation 
which I then saw so touchingly displayed." 

But what in such a case is mere conjecture 
— ^for though the heart delights to cherish such 
a thought, it is conjecture, only — what is a 
mere conjecture, a wish, a hope respectiiig a 
departed friend, is reality, is knowledge re- 
specting Christ. " Weep not for me," said 
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Jesus to his sorrowing disciples, " weep not 
for me, tliongli you shall see Me snatched from, 
among the living and suspended on the cross 
— ^though ye shall see Me dead and laid in the 
tomb. Let not your heart be troubled, neither 
let it be a&aid. Thoughlshallgoout of the 
world and be removed from the sight of men, 
I shall notdepart firom you. I will not leave 
you solitary; I will come to yoxL In a little 
while the world shall no longer see Me, but' 
ye still shall see me and know that I am with 
you," 

It is given to the believer to realize in his 
own heart the presence of Christ through the 
Spirit. How this is, we may not attempt to 
define; it is amatter of experience to the re- 
newed and sanctified heart — ^but theheart un- 
renewed, the heart never gladdened by this 
consciousness, can no more comprehend what 
it is thanablind man can comprehend the 
beauty of color to an eye that sees. 

Some wouldrestrictthe coming, or the mani- 
festation of Christ here spoken of, to the brief 
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interval during which He appeared to his dis- 
ciples after ids resurrection. But conld an 
occasional appearance for a few days, to be fol- 
lowed by a life-long separation, fulfill the pro- 
mise, " I will not leave you desolate" — a pro- 
mise which assures them of an eternal fellow- 
ship with himself? Moreover, there is an as- 
surance that they shall live because He lives; 
but this can not refer of course to the preser- 
vation of mere natural life, nor can it mean 
that the general resurrection was just at hand. 
It must therefore refer " not to the physical 
sight of the corporeal resurrection, but to the 
spiritual perception of Christ in the mind." 
The coming of Christ is " an inward presence 
in the mind," realized through the Holy Spirit. 
" The Comforter, which is the Holy Ghost, 
whom the Father will send in my name. He 
shall teach you all things and bring all things 
to your remembrance, whatsoever I have said 
to you." To the soul quickened by divine 
truth, brought by the movings of the Holy 
Spirit into a sympathetic union with Christ, 

11* 
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the presence of Christ becomes a realily ; his 
words live, his spirit lives in and throngh that 
mind ; his love pervades it, and animates it 
with an energy and a life not its own. Ye 
see Me ; fidth apprehends Me as a present 
Savior. The soul's glad conscionsn^ reveals 
the presKice of my love, the presence of my 
Father and of myself I will not leave 

YOU S0LIT.ABY ; I WILL COME TO YOU. 
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fas €^\xiit Cffmt? 

This promise of tlie Eedeemer was not 
given to a fevored few. It was not meant to 
be a barren declaration of his own eternal ex- 
istence and dlmiglity power. It was intended 
to give comfort and support; and it shonld 
give comfort and support to every disciple. 
Our meditations sbould not dwell exclusively 
upon a crucified Savior, upon an absent 
Savior, upon a risen Savior, upon a reign- 
ing Savior, but more than all these upon a 
present,' personal Savior, abiding in the soul, 
its strength and its life. We speak much of 
the coming of Christ, and imagine that some 
glorious personal manifestation of the Ee- 
deemer to the world is the one grand and im- 
portant event signified by that coming. But 
the delicate, invisible, spiritual, habitual 
coming of Christ to the believing soul, through 
its meditations on his Word and by the 
suggestions of his Spirit, is a higher expres- 
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sion of his gloiy and his power than wUl be 
that august appearance amid thronging angels, 
that shall bum the heavens and dissolve the 
earth. Christ's coining is even now— every 
morning like the noiseless advent of the light, 
every evening like the gentle dropping of the 
dew, to the soul renewed and sanctified. Has 
Christ thus come to me? Let me look not 
for special manifestations, but for daily evi- 
dences. 

<< The dew doth eyeiy monuog &XL ; 

And Bhall the dew outstrip thy Dove ? 
T^e dew fi)r which grass can not caD, 

Drops from above." 
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ifei SsmpltS at Cferist. 

How precious is that experience of sorrow 
whicli brings Christ to the soul as a sympa- 
thizing Mend ! The heart that mourns over 
its sins is naturally absorbed in the contem- 
plation of Christ as its Bedeemer. His atoning 
sacrifice — Christ crucified — ^is the object of its 
devout affection. In its view of Christ the 
cross is ever present ; Christ on the cross is 
the Christ of its love, its trust, and its hope. 
To the penitent and beHeving soul this must 
ever be the most precious and the most 
cherished view of Christ : 

*' My futh looks up to Thee, 
Thou Lcmib of (MvaryJ'^ 

Wifliout this view of Christ, without a 
tmstM recognition of Him as the Savior 
fit>m ain, without a clinging to his cross as 
the alone medium of pardon for guilt, of sancti- 
fication for impurity, of life and joy for spirit- 
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ual death and condemnation — all other views 
of Christ are meaningless and vain. Yet this 
view of Christ may be indulged too exclusive- 
ly, and may shut out fix)m the soul other 
aspects and relations most intimate and tender. 
While in one sense the mm brings the 
Savior ever near, as the source of pardon 
and of spiritual life, in another it keeps Him 
ever remote, and invests his office and work 
with a purely historical, interest Christ died 
for me on Calvary ; Christ reigns for me in 
heaven; but Christ on the cross and Christ 
on the throne do not fill up the whole repre- 
sentation of Christ as given in the Scriptures. 
There is a living Christ present with his 
disciples, a guide, a counselor, a friend. 

The prophet Isaiah in his exquisite delinea- 
tion of the Savior's mission and death, while 
he gives prominence to an objective atone- 
ment — He was wounded for our transgressions^ 
He was bruised for our iniquities- — ^introduces 
also the tender relation of sympathy that 
Christ sustains toward his disciples. Contem- 
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plating tlie peculiar sufferings of Christ, wluch 
the Jewish nation at large would interpret as 
a retributive visitation, he exclaims, ^^ Surely 
HehalhhoTne our griefs arid carried (mrs(^ 
The reference here is not to the bearing of 
our sins in his own body on the tree, but to 
his voluntary participation in the trials, in- 
firmities, and griefe of our every-day life. 
The "griefe" are diseases and infirmities of 
the body ; the " sorrows" are anxieties, cares, 
and distresses of the mind; — these Christ 
bears, lifls up and carries away as a burden 
from us. In recording the miracles of healing 
that Jesus wrought, the evangelist Matthew 
observes that thus was fulfilled that which was 
spoken by Isaiah the prophet, Himself took 
our irifirrnities and hare our sicknesses. What 
Jesus then did, He does essentially now for all 
that come to Him in faith ; He is touched wiA 
the feeling of our infirmities, not only through a 
historical experience but by a present and an 

active sympathy. 
No doubt Christ even now ofttimes bears 
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away htimaii infirmitieB, healiiig diseases not 
by miraculous agency but by his own sove- 
reign power in answer to prayer* Especially 
does He reach diseases through their prime 
cause, which is sin, and which his sovereign 
grace removes ia its curse, in its power^ and 
sometimes also in its effects. 

But the more immediate and the more af- 
fecting view of Christ in this relaiaoii is, that 
He enters with the most tender sym^atiij into 
our personal &eling& How touching tbe man- 
ner of Jesus when He was about to effect a 
miraculous cure or to bestow some boon of 
priceless worth I There was no ostentation in 
his bearing, there was no indifference to the 
surrounding griei^ there was no cold profes- 
sional dispensation of his services, there was 
no stem and repulsive mien to overawe a sup- 
pliant, there was no blunt and hasty perform- 
ance of an act that must startle and agitate 
while it cheered and blessed, but a quiet, gen- 
tle, tender, affectionate manner in working a 
miracle, that showed the heart of a man wield- 
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ing the power of God. A ruler of the syna- 
gogue comes to Him and falh'ng at his feet, 
passionately entreats Him to lay his healing 
hands upon a dying chili Jousgoeswith 
him toward the house, knowing foU well that 
the child is already dead, but purposing to 
restore her to life. On the way the servants 
and fiiends of the ruler hasten to meet him 
saying, "Thy daughter is dead; why trou- 
blest tibon the Master any &rther ?" The ago- 
nized heart of the &ther sinks within him. In 
a moment he is plunged into the depths of 
despair. He had &Lth in Christ's power to 
heal, but the thought that Jesus could raise 
from the dead had not entered his mind. "Oh! 
that death had delayed one hour I Oh I that I 
had sooner gone for the Master! Oh! that 
Jesus had reached the house before she ceased 
to breathe ! • Oh ! that He could have looked 
upon my dying child ! Alas ! alas ! it is too 
late — ^all is over I" Thus fsx>m an eager and 
confident hope, the poor man sinks at once into 
the anguish of a hopeless sorrow. Now what 
12 
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saith Jesus? He does not break suddenly 
upon him with a reproof for lack of feith ; 
He does not startle him by the promise of an 
unheard-of miracle ; He does not speak confi- 
dently of his own power and intentions. He 
pities that broken-hearted fether, and says to 
him gently, tenderly, Be not afraid^ only believe. 
Then disTnissiTig the multitude and all specta- 
tors but the parents of the child and his &yorite 
disciples, He goes to the bedside and raises 
the lifeless damsel &om her sleep. 

Jesus is passing with his disciples into the 
gate of Nain. He meets a sad procession at- 
tending to the sepulchef the body of a widow's 
only son. With the tenderest compassion 
Jesus looks upon the sorrowing widow i He 
steps to her side. He whispers to her, Weep 
not; then touches the bier and restores her 
son alive, and with his own hands presents him 
to his mother. 

Again, while Jesus for personal safety is so- 
journing beyond Jordan, tidings are brought 
that Lazarus, the head of that little fiunily 
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circle at Betliany where Jesus loved to resort, 
is sick ; Lazarus whom he loved — ^the brother 
of that Mary " which anointed the Lord with 
ointment, and wiped his feet with her hair." 
The message was sent doubtless in the hope 
that JesTis would at once hasten to the bedside 
and restore the sufferer to health. But instead 
of this Jesus remains beyond Jordan until He 
knows that Lazarus is dead and buried; then, 
spite of personal danger. He wends his way 
toward Bethany. Before He reaches the house 
of mourmng, Martha hastes to meet Him, and 
her first salutation is a lament that. Jesus had 
not been there in season to arrest the sore ca- 
lamity ; Lord, if thou Tiadst been here, my bro- 
ther had not died; and yet she seems to cherish 
some vague idea that Jesus stillmay help her ; 
I know that even noWy whatsoever thou wiU ask 
of God, God will give it thee. But when Jesus 
gently intimates that her brother shall rise 
again, her faith receives the assurance only 
with reference to the Last Day. 
And now. as' He stands thus pathetically 
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difloOTUsmg witH the disconsolate Martha, the 
moTB sensitiye andsonlfol Maiy comes up and 
throws herself at bis feet — the same feet that 
she had wiped with her hair and had kissed 
in gratefal adoration of her Lord — and there 
sobs out, as if she were once more laying her 
brother in the tomb, Lofrdj if thou hadst been 
here^ my hrothar had noi died. Thus grief 
gushes out a&esh at sight of each friend of the 
departed, and if that £dend is near and belov- 
ed, the ceaseless- current of sorrow is tinged 
with the vain regret that he or she was not 
present at the parting scene. " Would Gkxi 
that you had been here." But now this ever- 
painful regret is immeasurably heightened at 
the sight of Him who had He been present 
would not only have soothed the dying pillow, 
but could even have averted death. "Dear 
Lord, if thou hadst been here, my brother, my 
dear, my only brother had not died. Alas I 
dear Lazarus, my brother, my help, my stay, 
I might then have had thee still." 

The Jews, her friends and kindred, touched 
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with this new sorrow, weep with Mary. And 
now, what does the Master? — ^who delayed to 
come to Lazarus living that He might raise up 
Lazarus dead. Does He slight their grief or 
abruptly check the expressions of nature? 
Does He at once announce his own purpose 
and shock their agitated minds with an idea 
so foreign to their thoughts and so incredible ? 
Nay, nay — ^the Divine waits on the human — 
the man weeps for what the Gk>d shall pre- 
sently restore. Jesus groans in spirit, and is 
troubled with a sympathetic grief. He lifts 
the sobbing Mary &om the ground and min- 
gles his tears with hers, as He tenderly asks, 
Where have ye laid him? Thj^y lead the 
way, and Jesus weeps. Qoing to the grave to 
loose the bands of death, the Son of God be- 
dews the path with tears. He takes Martha 
and Mary to his breast, He bears their grief 
and carries their sorrow, and groaning and 
sobbing all the way, He supports their totter- 
ing footsteps. The Jews, moved at the scene, 
exclaim. Behold how He loved Mm. And now 

12* 
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they axe at the sepulclier ; the grief of tlie be< 
reaved sisters here breaks forth incontrollabl j, 
and Jesus again groans as He carries their sor- 
rows ; He yields himself to all the gushing 
sympathies of his own heart, though by a word 
He conldy as soon He will, stay every grief 

Why went the Master thus sorrowing to the 
grave? Why wept He then, who wept not 
under the cruel scourging or along his own 
Via Dolorosa f Why wept He when about to 
raise the dead, but to assure thee, my soul, of 
sympathy in thy tears for those whom He will 
not yet give back to thee from the grave? 
Thou blessed Lord, dost thou bear my griefs 
and carry my sorrows? And may I look to 
thee, not only upon Calvary, my Savior from 
sin, but here in my solitary chamber, there by 
the new-made sepulcher, ever in my desolate 
heart, my tearful friend, my sympathizing 
comforter ? Blessed Jesus, thou dost not chide 
my tears ; Thou dost bear my grief and carry 
my sorrow. 
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[ALONB and ill in an ARAB HOVEL, ON THE WAT TO 

DAMASCUS.] 

To Thee I come, when worn and weary 
'With wanderings far o*er land and sea ; 

When life's lone way grows dark and dreary, . 
Weary and worn I ding to Thee. 

For Thou on earth wast worn and weary, 
And sorrows gathered thick o'er Thee ; 

Thy life-lorn way grew dark and dreary 
In lone and sad Gethsemane. 

Weary and worn, and faint and drooping, 

Beady to perish by the way, 
Beneath the cross I view Thee stooping 

When all my burdens on Thee lay. 

Weary and worn, and nigh to falling, 

My ev'ry earthly helper gone, 
I hear Thy voice of mercy calling, 

"Come, put thy trust in Me alone." 
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When worn and weary, weak and djing, 
My soul firom other refuge flies, 

Thine arm of mercy underlying, 
Shall bear me upward to the skies. 
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Christ Jl Iriitti. 

And is it indeed true that Jesus is mj per- 
sonal £dend, and that He is interested in all 
that affects my wel&re? Assuredly this is so 
if I truly love and obey my Lord. Ye art my 
friefndsj if ye do wTiaisoever I ammomd you. 
Eknceforih lead you not servants ; for the serv- 
ant knoweth not wJiat his lord doeffh,; but I 
have cailsd you Jriends; fbr aU things that I 
have heard of my Father I have made knoum to 
you. Christ grants his disciples the utmost 
freedom of approach to himself; He admits 
them fiilly to his confidence; He instructs 
and comforts them ; He enters into all their 
desires, their feelings, and their wants. Es- 
pecially does He manifest his friendly sym- 
pathy with his disciples in times of danger, 
of temptation, and of sorrow ; " He is touched 
with the feeling of our infirmities." 

With what tenderness does a parent watch 
over a delicate child! With what constant 



142 MEDITATIONS. 

sympathy and solicitude does one carry in his 
thoughts a sick and dying friend ? With what 
spontaneity does the mind in such circum- 
stances answer to eyery phase of the disease, 
and to every wish or emotion of the sufferer ! 
Does that delicate little one, unconscious that 
its frail life is wasting away, exhibit a languid 
cheerfulness at the approach of its fether or its 
mother, and throw its gentle nature upon the 
sympathies of parental love ? How promptly 
does that love respond to every childish 
feeling ; — ^pity is merged in a momentary joy 
as the imparted life tolls back its sparkling 
current into the soul from which it sprang, 
and then joy is overwhelmed in turn as the 
deepest springs of emotion are opened by the 
cry of sudden pain, or by the look of languor, 
of disease, and of death. Has that child a 
want, a wish, a grief— all childish though it 
be — ^the breaking of a toy, the pricking of a 
pin — ^the heart of the parent does not chide 
it, doesnot make light of it, but quietly soothes 
the sorrow with words and looks of sympathy. 



CHRIST A ITRIEND. 143 

That dear child lives ever in the parent's 
heart, and is a partaker of the parent's life. 

Is a dear friend droopiQg under the slow, sure, 
fatal progress of disease in some vital organ ? 
How does the heart ebb and flow with the ad- 
vance or the seeming recession of that disease, 
and with the fears or hopes of the invalid? 
With what affectionate promptness is every 
wish gratified ; with what tender eagerness is 
every want anticipated ; with what exhilara- 
tion is the least improvement hailed; with 
what deep though smothered sadness is every 
symptom of decline detected ; how is the pal- 
lid countenance and the wasted form of that 
loved one present amid all the thoughts and 
cares and employments of the day ; in all the 
dreams and watches of the night. A whisper, 
a motion, a sigh, a look — ^any the least intima- 
tion from the sufferer — ^how does it draw upon 
every chord and fiber of the sympathizing 
heart that yearns over the life that is receding 
from its embraces. And thus it is that the 
blessed Eedeemer is touched with the feeling 
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of our infirmities, and bears the grie& and 
carries the sorrows of those He loves. Noth* 
ing that affects their wel&re is too trivial 
for Him to notice. As the parent shuns not 
the petition or the grief of the child because 
it is childish, as the fiiend does not slight 
the humor of the invalid though it may be 
weak and frivolous — so neither does Jesus 
overlook the every-day incidents in the life of 
his disciples because these in themselves are 
insignificant. Whatever affects the wel&re of 
one He loves, interests his heart also— either 
to gratify the wish or to allay the desire by 
substituting a more valuable good. Christ 
was invested with a full and proper humanity , 
a human nature of the most exquisite tone, that 
He might sympathize with and succor those 
whom He came to redeem. 

But with this manifested sympathy there 
is also an imparted strength. Feair iwt, lam 
with you. I win not leave you desolate ; I WILL 
COME TO YOU. My grace is sufficient for thee ; 
for my strength is made perfect in, weaJmess, 
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How near and how lovely a friend is Christ I 
Man needs such a friend. The heart is form- 
ed for sympathy. In its joys, in its sorrows, 
in its affections, it retires ever to the innermost 
circle, and there in the dear companionship of 
pne tried friend nnbosoms itself and gives to 
its emotibns their utmost play. Without such 
a resource the heart is lonely and wretched 
indeed. How blessed then is that presentation 
of Christ which places Him within that inner- 
most circle, which enshrines Him in the very 
heart itself, nearer than the nearest earthly 
friend, and which keeps Him there unchanged, 
in all the fullness and tenderness of human sym- 
pathy, and with all the strength and consola- 
tion of divine grace, when that innermost cir- 
cle is made vacant, and the heart finds no out- 
ward support for its torn and bleeding tendrils. 

Let me then accustom myself to the thought 
of Christ as a present, personal friend; let me 
learn to confide in Him as ftilly and as freely 
as in the dearest earthly confidant; — ^nay 
more, to tell Him of all my wants, my temp- 

13 
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tations, my sufferings^ mycares,my griefe, my 
infirmities — ^to tell Him of these without one 
distrustM thought of his kind, sympathizing 
interest) or of his ability and his mllingness 
tohelp in every time of need. Above alL let me 

ever is displeasing to Him, and by devoting 
my whole heart to his service. OhI the misery 
of being without such a fiiend; to live in a 
world where all other friends must feU, where 
life itself must &il, and have no interest in 
this Almighly, Everlasting Friend I 
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Man is a mystery to himself Some facts 
of his existence he knows with infallible cer- 
tainty in his own consciousness. That he has 
a personal identity, separate from the rest of 
his kind, that he possesses a reasonable soul, 
that his mind, however connected with mat* 
ter as an organ of its impressions and an in- 
strument of its acts, is yet a distinct substance 
or existence and not a mere principle of life 
in the body — ^these are among the primary 
&cts of consciousness. 

Other fiicts concerning his own being man 
derives through reason, observation, and the 
testimony of the senses. That he had a be- 
ginning and a Creator, that he is the subject 
of certain laws of development and growth, 
that he belongs to a race, and to a social and 
moral system, and that this connection in- 
volves certain duties and responsibilities — 
these are &cts to whi^it reason conducts him 
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with the highest moral certainty. But still 
there hangs over this being a mystery, which 
reason and consciousness &l1 to illimiinate. 

I know that I am, I am conscious of my 
personality, I am satisfied that I began to be, 
that I am the intelligent ofi^ring of the In- 
finite and Eternal mind ; I know that I am 
under law, that I owe duties to my Maker and 
to my fellow-men ; but after all what is this 
soul in its substance, what am /myself, and 
what lies before me ? I have begun to be — 
shall I continue to be ; and if so, where and 
under what conditions ? I know that I must 
die ; but what is it that shall die ? Shall / 
forever cease to be? or shall only the body 
that encases me decay ? Shall death prove 
to me the annihilation of consciousness, the 
end of being, or only a temporary suspension 
of consciousness, a little longer sleep? Or 
shall it prove, like birth, an entrance into 
another mode of existence ? Shall I be bom 
again through the dark womb of the grave 
mto a higher life ? On this point conscious- 
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ness, of course, is silent Experience teaches 
nothing. Observation, the most close and 
scrutinizing, gives no clue to the answer. 

If a mom, die^ shall Tie live again f I ask it 
of Eeason and get only conjecture. I ask it 
of History aad am mocked with silence. I 
watch at the bedside of the dying that I may 
see the soul I love at the instant of death. 
But no yearning of affection, no eagerness of 
desire — ^not even the mind's second sight that 
seems to dispense with material organs and to 
give to phantoms shape and substance — can 
catch one glimpse of the spirit in the expiring 
breath. I knock at the door of Death ; I cry 
aloud in my despair, but I hear only the echo 
of my own voice in the gloomy cavern. 

** And where art thou going, Bonl of mine 7 
Canst see the end ? 
And whither this troubled life of thine 
Evermore doth tend? 

" What daunts thee now ? — ^what shakes thee so ? 
My sad soul, say ? 
I see a cloud like a curtain low 
Hang o*er my way. 
13* 
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" Whither I go I can not tell : 

That cloud hangs black, 
iEBgh as heaven and deep as hell 
Across my track. 

"I aee its shadow coldly enwn^ 
The souls before. 
Sadly they enter it, step by step, 
To return no more. 

" In vain they turn from the dread Before 
To the Known and Gkme ; 
Ear while gazing behind thefn erennore 
Their feet glide on. 

" I call an. the souls who have left the light 
To reyeal their lot; 

I bend mine ear to that wall of nighty 

And they answer nd 

" But I hear around me sighs of pain 
And the cry of fear ; 
And a sound like the slow sad drop^ng of rain, 
Each drop a tear I 

"Ah! the doud is aark, and day by day, 
I am moying thither ; 
I must pass beneath it on my way — 
God pity me !— Wiiiher r 



OUR FUTUllE SELVES. 151 

If a mom, die shall he live again f I ask it 
at tlie oracles of God, and there I liear — 
marvellous, rapturous words I — " He is not a 
Gkxi of the dead but of tlie living — Clirist 
hatli abolislied death and brought immortal 
lifetoHghtl" 



r 
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The believer in Ohrist should banirfi all so- 
licitude about the event of death to himself or 
to others who depart in the feith. Christ as- 
sumed oux nature, "took part offlesh and blood, 
that through death" — ^first endured in his own 
person and then vanquished by his resurrec- 
tion — "He might destroy him that had the 
power of death, that is, the devil ; and deliver 
them who, through fear of death, were all their 
life-time subject to bondage." The Christian 
has no occasion to be in bondage to the fear 
of death ; indeed, by such a bondage he dis- 
honors the power and the grace of Christ, and 
puts discredit upon his finished work. 

It is sometimes the case that even where the 
intellect, the heart, and the will are aU pro- 
perly disciplined for the advent of death, there 
is a nervous apprehension of the mere physi- 
cal process that renders the thought of death 
unwelcome. And indeed there must be some- 
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thing lepugnant to the sensibilities of our 
nature in the thought of dissolution, whenever 
the mind dwells upon this apart from its rela- 
tions to a higher existence. The demolition 
of a house in which we have lived from in- 
fency, and every stone and beam and arch and 
angle of which has some association of child- 
hood and of home, awakens feelings of sadness, 
though the building is old and crazy, and no 
longer fit to be occupied. But the mind 
should not live thus in the past, and hug the 
old stones and timbers and nails, as if these 
were home or had in themselves any life and 
virtue; it should look forward to the house 
that is to succeed the time-worn tenement, 
should study its plan, arrangement, and effect, 
and transmute the memories of the old into the 
hopes of the new. Is is thus by a beautifdl 
analogy that Chrysostom discourses of the be- 
liever's change at deaiL " When a man is 
about to rebuild an old and tottering house, 
he first sends out its occupants, then tears it 
down, and buUds anew a more splendid one. 
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« 

This occasions no grief to the occupants, but 
rather joy. For they do not think of the de- 
molition which they see, but of the house which 
is to come, though not yet seen. When God 
is about to do a similar work, He destroys the 
body and removes the soul that was dwelling 
in it, as from some house, that He may build 
it anew and more splendidly, and again bring 
the soul with greater glory into it Let us iiot, 
therefore, regard the tearing down, but the 
splendor which is to succeed." Thus in a 
higher strain does the Apostle speak of this 
blessed exchange : For we hnow ikaJL if owr 
earthly house of this tabernacle were dissolved^ 
we have a huildmg of Chd, an house not made 
with handsj eternal in the heavens. 

The Christian should &miliarize his mind 
with the thought of dying, as one femiliarizes 
himself with the thought of exchanging an old 
. and decaying though still serviceable house 
or garment, for one new, bright, glorious, of 
better material, yes, of an imperishable febric. 
It is idle to attempt to conceal jBx)m one's self 
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the &ot of his own mortality and of his ex- 
needing ftafl^. A.d » i,l™ ..d un- 
necessary to allow in the mind a secret dread 
of deatL That event should be femiliar to 
the Christian, not as a process of physical de- 
cay, but as a process of mysterious and sudden 
yet certain and glorious transition £rom the 
seen to the unseen, and fix>m the mortal to the 
immortal. 

" The Ohristiaii, when he leaves the body, 
is at once with the Lord Jesus. He rushes, 
as it were, instinctively to his presence, and 
casts himself at his feet He has no other 
home than where the Savior is ; he thinks of 
no ftiture joy or glory but that which is to be 
enjoyed with Him. Why then should we 
fear death? Lay out of view, as we may, 
the momentary pang, the chilliness, and the 
darknessof the grave, and think of that which 
will be the moment nfkr death — ^the view of 
the Bedeemer, the sight of the splendors of 
the heavenly world, the angels, the spirits of 
the just made perfect, the river of the paradise 



156 MEDITATIONS. 

of God, and the harps of praise, and what has 
the Christian to fear in the prospect of 
dying?" — {Barnes.) 

The Christian should have a present assur- 
ance of his own future blessedness. Many 
Christians accustom themselves to speak 
doubtftilly of their own good estate, and even 
seem to regard this as the part of true Christ- 
ian humility. But so far from exhibiting 
humility, this may only exhibit unbelief and 
an unworthy distrust of Christ There is no 
lack of humility in having a confidence of 
one's personal interest in Christ, and therefore 
a confidence of personal salvation. True 
humility is shown in tracing this glorious hope 
to Christ alone. Paul was not wanting in 
humility ; and yet Paul said. We know that 
when this body dies there is prepared for us 
another abode, heavenly, divine, eternal. This 
he said not in the way of a general proposition 
of such as were true Christians, but as a fact 
immediately personal to himselE We who 
are hunted to death for Christ's sake — I Paul 
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and my fellow-servants, know that we liave a 
house eternal in the hea^ns. Therefore, he 
says, We are always confident — of good cheer — 
knowing that whilst we are at home in the hody^ 
we are dhsefat from the Lord — ^while we live in 
the flesh, we have not the visible presence of 
Christ — but we are confident that as soon as 
we drop this fleshly tabernacle we shall see 
Christ; and therefore are wilMng raOier to he 
absent from the body, and to he present with the 
Lord, 

John was not lacking in the modesty of the 
true Christian; and yet his first epistle is a 
continuous series of asseverations of his person- 
d interest in Christ and in the heavenly in- 
heritance. Beloved, now are we the sons of God; 
and it doth not yet appear what we shaUhe; hut 
we know that when He shall appear we shaM he 
like Him. We know that we have passed frcym 
death to life because we love the brethren : hereby 
know we that we dweU in Him and He in its, 
because He hath given us of ids Spirit, Now 
every Christian may have the same assurance 

14 
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with Fatil and John, if he has the same evi- 
dences ; and he may have the same evidences 
if he is a true Christian — ^if he leaQj loves 
Qod. The great thing for me to know is that 
I am indeed a Christian ; then I know that I 
have a house in heaven. And may I not 
know wbether I am a Christian — ^whether I 
hate sin, whether I love QtoA^ whether I am 
supremdy devoted to Christ, whether I am 
striving to be pnre and holy? And have I 
been these many years a professed follower of 
Christ, and do I not yet know whether I 
really love him ? Bnt if I love Him and His 
cause, if I forsake sin and serve God with all 
my hearty then surely I am a Christian, and 
if I am a Christian why may not I be just as 
confident of my fdture good estate as was 
Paul or John ? Ought I not to be thus confi- 
dent, not for my own comfort merely, but for 
the honor of my Lord, and as a testimony to 
the power of his Gospel? Come then, my 
soul, grasp with a firmer hold on Christ; 
assure thyself that thou art in his love ; then 
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mayest thou overleap the gloomy vale, scarce 
feeling its damps and its shadows, and alight 
with ethereal freedom upon the banks of the 
river of life. 
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How mysterious, how incontrollable, is the 
association of ideas and of emotions in the 
mind of man I How inseparable is memory 
from his being I How imperative and over- 
whehning at times are its outbreaks through 
his smothered sensibilities ! 

What hurries that stranger with tearful eye 
through the streets of Lucerne, to j&nd a place 
to weep amid the solitude of the tombs? 
A simple air, played by a delicate piece of 
Swiss mechanism, was wont to charm a home 
since wrapped in silence and in gloom. With 
the instinctive repugnance of grief toward all 
suggestive objects, that witching music-box 
had long been hidden away ; the Atlantic had 
buried its memories, and upon this the Alps 
were piled. But here, in a strange land, 
among people of a strange language, four 
thousand miles from home, the stranger pauses 
at a shop-window, and his ear catches from a 
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little nmsic-box witlnn that once fimiiliar 
strain. In an instant, the fires of feeling, so 
long pent, roll off the mountatos and the sea, 

and the heart lies qnivering in its first 
anguish. All now is at the mercy of that un- 
conscious mechanism whose every note cuts 
through the fibres of the soul, like the cautery 
of the nerves of vision. The gay traveler, 
the busy merchant, the eager guide, look in- 
quiringly upon the stranger as he hurries 
wildly he knows not whither ; he heeds them 
not; an unseen power impels him from its 
own resistless presence. 

What an evidence is here of the soul's per- 
sonal identity, and of the perpetuity of its 
substance, its thoughts, its impressions, its 
memories! And what a power is here in the 
hands of its Creator, by touching the smallest 
chord of memory, to bring to light forgotten 
sins, and to make the soul quiver with re- 
morsel What a retribution will that be in 
which He shall unroll before the guilty spirit 
the long record of its crimes 1 Christless 

14* 
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maul theie k a heU for thee. There needs not 
any material punishment to complete thy 
misery, when thy Maker and thy Judge, in 
whose hands thou art, shall withdraw thee 
from aU thatnow direrts thee fix>m thyseU^ fix>m 
all that covers up thy sins, and, reviving each 
association of the past, shall bid thee Bemem- 
ber — and Bemember/ and Behembeb! — 
through the ages ol Eternity. If neitiher time 
nor distance can fortify the soul against a 
remembered sorrow, where shall it find a 
barrier against remembered sin? Ifthemost 
trivial association has power to recall a grief 
endured, how tormenting shall be that me- 
mory with which Bemorse is mingled for a 
wrong committed! sinful soul ! thou canst 
not flee from Him who holds thy Fast and 
thy Future alike in his hand, who can control 
all circumstances, aU associations, all natural 
and mental laws, so that these shall conspire 
together fbr thy punishment ; thou canst not 
flee from Memory, thou canst not flee from 
thyself O Christiess man I there is a hell for 
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thee ; there is a hell within thee ; thoa shalt 
be compassed about with sparks of thine own 
kindling, thou shalt lie down in endless 
sorrow. 
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f |^£ isin b( foists. 

I HAVE often heard it said^ and indeed I 
have often said to others, when Christian 
friends have been removed by death, " Your 
loss is their gain." And this is a thought of 
consolation. One's affection for those he 
loves should be so pure, so unselfish, that he 
would willingly be deprived of their sweet 
companionship if thus their welfere could be 
enhanced. A parent would be very selfish 
who from personal considerations should in- 
sist upon retaining a child at home when the 
happiness and the useftilness of that child re- 
quired that he or she should enter into a new 
relation, and establish anothe;r and an inde- 
pendent home, perhaps thousands of miles 
away. For what has Q-od given me childreii ? 
Is it merely that I may toy with them and 
dandle them upon the knee, and in their riper 
years be folded in their embraces and soothed 
with their love ? For what should I train my 
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cliildreii? Is it mamly that they may serve 
me and promote my interests ? Whenever it 
is dearly for their welfere and their usefulness 
that they should quit the home of their child- 
hood, shall I not — ^though it be with unutter- 
able yearnings — ^bid them God-speed ? Shall 
I not surrender them, even though I know 
that they will love another more than they 
love me, and another home more than mine ? 
When, however, a child leaves the parental 
roo^ it is by no means certain that this will 
be for the good of the child. He may be 
willful in his plans or misguided in his 
choice ; at all events the problem of life is yet 
to be solved by him, and he may find it hard 
to cipher. True, Providence directs the 
change, but human agency and perhaps 
human folly and wickedness also are con- 
cerned in it 

But when God by his own direct act 
takes fix)m me a dear friend who is also his 
dear child, then do I know that it is well with 
that friend, — ^better, fer better than to abide 
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with me; and knowingthis, I would chide all 
selfish longings, I would eyen repress the 
noblest, purest love for thee as mine, and re- 
joice that thou art BSs, and wilt be infinitely 
and forever blessed in his love. I sought to 
bless thee whfle God intrusted thee to my 
guardianship, — ^ihy happiness was ever my 
deKght, but since He now would bless thee 
more than human love could ever compass, 
go thou and dwell with Hin), though thou 
shalt love Him infinitely mote than thou 
lo vedst me and His home infinitely more than 
mine. Thus my heart answereth, not fix)m 
the depths and gloom of stoical philosophy, 
but firom the heights of Christian faith and 
hope. My loss is thy gain, and as I love 
thee I must and will rejoice in this. 

But is it not my gain also ? Truly it must 
so appear if I value the spiritual life above the 
temporal, and the future above the present. A 
childless man once said to me as we stood 
together by the coflSn of an infent that had 
falleli asleep, " Much as I love children, I am 
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cont^t to be without them when I think of 
such a loss as this. If I am denied the 
pleasure of having children, I am also spared 
the pain of losing them." " Yes, yes, indeed," 
I said ; " but neither can you know the joy 
of having brought into life an immortal being 
that has gone to heaven as your child; and 
that in all the endless progression of its exist- 
ence, in lie highest development of its 
powers and the fullest realization of its bliss, 
shall be allied to you as to no other being in 
the universe except its Maker. You can not 
know what it is to lose a child: but neither 
can you know what it is to have a child in 
heaven. The gain transcends the loss to the 
parent as well as to the child." 

How great was the gain to Jacob when the 
Ishmaelitish horde, tempted by the cruelty 
and rapacity of his brethren, bore away the 
young and tender Joseph as a slave, only that 
he might become a prince in a foreign land 
and the savior of his people. How unspeak- 
able the gjtin to the Christian parent when 
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with tender and gracious Iiand the Lord of 
life and glory bears away his little prattling 
child, and clothes it with princely splendor 
among the angels of God. 

The childless man has no living contact 
with the ftiture. Ancestors he has, but no 
posterity. The stream of life that has flowed 
through many generations is lost in him. He 
may be a treasure to society, a blessing to 
maoldnd, a great, a good, a Mthful man, — 
more useful even in his individual life than 
others are through a score of children. He 
may repair his childlessness, like Bacon, by 
bequeathing to the world immortal thoughls, 
like "Washington by bequeathing immortal 
deeds. like Neander he may leave treasures 
of learning in the jeweled casket of a serene 
and radiant life, like Qirard he may leave 
treasures of wealth in the marble pile that 
buries the orphan from the sunlit world. 
But in his personal sympathies and experien- 
ces he must ever want the joy that flows from 
an imparted reflex life in the happy hearts 
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and the beaming &ces of one's own children. 
His joy may even now be Ml, but shoxdd this 
new channel be opened he wotdd qnicMy find 
it ftiller. 

So he who has no dear fiiend in the better 
world, who has not been called to surrender 
to heaven one whom he has cheridied here, 
lacks as yet an experience that would link 
him to the spiritual and the eternal with the 
most fervent sympathies of his being. All 
heavenly he may be in his temper and in his 
life; his faith may be strong, his hope bright, 
his union with Christ complete^ but he wants 
that tender and endearing sympathy with 
heaven that comes from having there a pa- 
rent, a child, a sister, a wife, and that gives to 
the unseen world a home-like feeling and a 
present realily. BJe who has caught the last 
affectionate breaihings of the departing saint; 
who even as fix)m the other side of the river 
of death has received the fiorewell greeting of 
&Lth and love and jc^, has thenceforth a new 
experience of things spiritual and heavenly, 

15 
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has a vested interest in heaven, has a more 
assured hold upon its realities, and is a nearer 
partaker of its hfe. 

The gain of such an e35)erience, the value 
of such a palpable and personal interest in 
that world, may well mitigate if it does not 
compensate his loss. New links bind him to 
tiiat great spiritual world of which he isa 
member, and of which he shall soon become 
more cognizant, when flesh and sense and all 
the external media of thought shall give place 
to the direct intuition of GtoA and of the ftiture 
state. As each relationship of life, son, 
brother, husband, &ther, opens a new exper- 
ience of sympathy and affection, so does this 
personal affinity with some already in the 
world of spirits, the marriage of souls that 
survives the dissolution of earthly ties, bring 
with it a life-like experience of the unseen, 
the spiritual, the eternal, that binds the soul 
more closely to its higher destiny, and imparts 
to it in hopes and aspirations an exceeding 
gain. Why art thou burdened, O my soul I 
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with the pain of earthly los3 ? Is not thy loss 
their gain whom thou didst love? And if 
their gaiQ, is it not thy gain also, who art 
forever linked to them as a partner of their 
blessedness? 



/ 
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How beautiM the thonglit that heayen is a 
home where all the children of Faith and 
Purity are gathered in their Father's house* 
I never could discover any thing to kindle the 
aspirations of the soul or to ennoble its aims, 
in the thought of being hereafter absorbed in 
the Infinite or diffused like some subtle 
medium in endless space. Locality, personal* 
ity, identity and some sort of corporeity, seem 
necessary to the highest blessedness when we 
shall put off this tabernacle. Hence is pro- 
vided a spiritual body for those who here 
have worn a material form; hence, too, pro- 
vision is made for fdture recognitions and for 
peculiar associations between those who have 
been here allied by the tenderest ties of earth 
hallowed with the spirit and the hope of 
heaven. The Savior promised his disciples a 
home. "In my Father's house are many 

• 

mansions ; I go to prepare a place for you." 
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We diaU ait down with Abraham and Isaac 
and Jacob in the kingdom of Gt>d. We shall 
know Moses and Elias, and Paul and John, 
and all the holj of whom we have read or 
whom we have known upon earth. The 
most eostatic vision of a pure and blissfol 
sodely , of a calm and holy feUowship, of an 
unbroken peace, will then be realized. Yet 
there is even something more than this gener* 
al abodp provided for believers, each of whom 
shall have his own house, some radiant and 
ethereal, yet cohesive and palpable dweUiog- 
place for his personal souL 

The "building of Ood" of which the 
Apostle speaks, is something pertaining to 
the person; not an abode into which he 
enters, but a mansion or a covering that at- 
tadbes itself to him like the body he casts off 
at death — a something that he wears as a gar- 
ment^ and with which he is clothed upon 
in his own proper person* It is not a palace 
in the skies to which he goes, — though this 
also opens its portals upon his dying gaze— it 

15* 
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is not merely an apartment in the celestial 
city into whicli he enters, but a form, a gar- 
ment, a habitation, that thenceforth becom^es a 
part of his proper sd^ and that pertains to his 
personal existence. In its characteristics this 
is incorporeal, incorruptible, heavenly; it is 
prepared and bestowed immediately by Qrod 
himself; it is eternal and imperishable. 

With such a house shall I be clothed upon 
if I am found in Christ when the soul shall 
quit its present habitation. With what holy 
courage and fortitude should this nerve me in 
all the conflicts of this mortal state. This 
mortal life has its trials ; this mortal body has 
its pains. We that are in this taiemack do 
groan, being burdened: burdened with sins, 
burdened with cares, burdened with labors, 
burdened with trials, burdened with sufferings, 
burdened with sorrows. How often by rea- 
son of our connection with the body do we 
groan, being burdened, and pant for our re- 
lease. Yet little comfort would there be in 
the thought of dying, if that were all. We 
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should only drag our weaxy foot-steps down 
ward to the grave. 

But what the mere thought of dying will 
not give, the hope of glorious transformation 
can and will. This uplifts the soul to a higher 
range of vision, whence all earthly interests 
seem insignificant. What matter the &tigues 
and perils of the way if we are journeying 
hom,eward? What matters it that as mere 
pilgrims here, we camp out under a worn and 
shattered tent through which the wind pierces 
and the rain beats, if we are on. our way to a 
safe and substantial habitation already fiill in 
view ? Thus Paul was cheerful amid all his 
labora and perils. He did not faiat; he did 
not give over in despair ; his afflictions were 
light and but for a moment^ in comparison 
with the exceeding weight of glory. 

The Christian should live in the constant 
anticipation and desire of his heavenly home. 
Seek those things which are abovCj where Christ 
sitteth on the right hand of God. Set your affec- 
tions on things above, not on things on the earOi. 
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And the motive for this is that when Ohiist, 
who is our life, shall appear, ^un shaM we also 
appear with Him in glory. Heayen shonld 
engross the thoughts and the affections of the 
believer. 

Here, however, there is need of discrimina- 
tion. The believer should not indulge a 
repining epirit, nor cherish a sense of weari- 
ness 2iA disgust toward this world, and make 
the excellence of heav^i consist only in a 
freedom from toil, and care, and pain. There 
is no merit in merely pining for heavnn as a 
rest from the weariness and the pains of the 
body. He should shrink from no duty, re- 
sponsibility, or trial, espeoiaUy in Christ's ser- 
vice ; and his anticipations of heaven should 
be not sensuous but spiritual Not that we 
toouid be unclothed — merely set free frx>m this 
body of sin and death — btU doihed upon — 
covered with celestial glory, that mcrtalily might 
he swallowed up of life. 

« Here in the body pent> 
Absent fix>m Thee I roam ; 
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Yet nightlj piteh my moving tent 
A day's march nearer homo. 

" So when my latest breath 
Shall rend the vail in twain, 
By death I shall escape from death 
And life eternal gain* 

"Knowing &8 1 am known, 
How shall I love that word; 
And oft repeat before the thron»— 
For ever with the Lord." 
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Where is tlie spirit-world? In wliat re- 
gion of space is it located ? Has it any well- 
defined bonndaries ? What relation does it 
sustain to the material uniyerse? How far 
are its inhabitants removed from my person, 
from the place where I now write? These 
are not idle questions. They are questions 
that come up from the deepest soundings of 
the souL Is there no meaning in that spon- 
taneous and universal feeling of those whose 
friends have passed into the spirit-world, that 
the departed are yet near, and are yet in some 
measure cognizant of what is transpiring in 
this world ? To the cold philosopher such a 
thought may pass for the vagary of an ima- 
gination excited by grief. To any mind as 
yet iaexperienced in the separation of friends 
and kindred by death, this may seem at best 
but an uncertain and an unprofitable specula- 
tion. But to almost every mind experienced 
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in sucli separations there comes a vivid con- 
ception of the reaUty and the nearness of the 
spiritual world, and it finds a meaning and a 
power in the fancies it had scouted. Is not 
this uniform experience a sort of sign-language 
by which the soul converses with the spiritual 
and the immortal ? 

The parted vail through which the ascend- 
ing spirit returns to Gk)d, affords to the watch- 
ing, sympathizing soul an outiook upon the 
spiritual world, through which it gains new 
and wondrous conceptions of the boundless 
mysteries in the creation. Oh I what glad 
surprises, what sublime studies, what glorious 
discoveries lie just before us in the future, lie 
just around us in the present. There are 
moments when the soul, absorbed in divine 
contemplations, forgetful of the body and of 
all its associations with earth, suffused with 
spiritual influence, permeated with truth, lives 
only in its loves, in its sweetest, purest, holiest 
affections, and knows these to be continuous 
and immortal — beyond the reach of change or 
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of death ; when it feels itself linked to a holy 
and blessed communion of spirits every- 
where surrounding it, and embracing it with 
a love nearer and more exquisite than any 
to which eye and tongue can give expres- 
^on. 

Let me look at this matter cahnly . I am 
sitting by the side of one whose soul is inter- 
woven with my own. All of physical life, of 
outward beauly, of vivacity and grace that 
lentsezpression to that soul, is wasted, marred, 
or paralyzed by diseaae; aad nothing now 
remains but the memories, the experiences, 
the hopes of that soul, to maintain its wonted 
communion with another. Yet as these find 
labored and imperfect utterance, my own soul 
kindles into an ecstasy of love, and that pallic^ 
and wasted form wears again ils accustomed 
freshness and beauty, and grows luminous 
with celestial light Nothing common or in- 
different may now intrude. We talk awhile 
of the soul and its destiny, of heaven and its 
glory, of Christ and his love, and even as we 
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speak, that form grows still, tliat hand lies 
motionless, those Ups forbear to move. Came 
not that last, feint, broken response, " Yes, 
all is peace," from the emancipated spirit 
already upon the other side of the river of 
death ? Even as in the still night one con- 
verses awhile with a wearie^ friend, and 
receives answers briefer and briefer, monosyl- 
labic even, yet always intelligent and distinct, 
exhibiting consdonsness and comprehension, 
till at lengtii silence assures him that in the 
shortest interval between two questions his 
friend has feUen asleep with &culties at rest 
but unimpaired, and that shall arouse to a 
more vigorous activity, so does one see the 
worn and wearied body yield to the last 
sleep of death, wMle yet the soul lives and 
needs no rest 

Where now is that spirit ? Whither gone 
from me? Do memory, and sympathy, and 
love, remain only to the soul that is yet im- 
prisoned in the body ; or do the fibers of the 
heart, all rudely exposed by tearing away 

16 
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their kindred soil, grow now like plants that 
feed on air, and grasp with a palpable hold 
the spiritual and the eternal, that intersperse 
their fibers still with these? Do we not lose 
in the conception of the spiritual world, and 
in its power over the mind, by fixing it too 
remote from us, and by viewing it too much 
in contrast with the life of the soul here? 
What is eternal life? To know Q-od and 
Jesus Christ. What then has death wrought 
upon the soul, upon its character, its affec- 
tions, or its substance? Nothing ; it has but 
liberated it into a higher stage of its existence, 
where the life of love and purity here begun 
in the knowledge of God and in the fidth of 
Christ, shall be developed and perfected for- 
ever. To accomplish this there is no need of 
an infinite remove in space. 

The renewed soul has already an adaptation 
for its new sphere of action. The souls of de- 
parted saints are not in a state of unconscious- 
ness ; they have only removed from one house 
or apartment into another. Of the righteous 
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dead it is said, They aUlive unto Ood; though 
dead to us, because they are removed from 
our sight, and have ceased to act here, they 
live and act without interruption in the 
presence of Gbd. This plainly is the teaching 
of Scripture. They enter at once upon a state 
of conscious and joyous activity. For this 
they have already an adaptation ; it needs no 
miracle to prepare them for a place and a part 
in higher scenes. The laying off the body 
may be like taking on a new sense — like 
couching a cataract in a blind man's eye, and 
giving him sight And what a wonderful 
revelation of the universe is given by that one 
acquisition I 

*' Thus," says that profound thinker, Isaac 
Taylor, "thus, when the infent wakes into 
the light of this world, every organ presently 
assumes its destined function ; the heaving 
bosom confesses the fitness of the material it 
inhales to support the new style of existence ; 
and the senses admit the first impressions of 
the external world with a sort of anticipated 
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fiuniliaxity ; and though utterly untaught in 
the scenes upon which it has so suddenly 
entei^ and inexperienced in the orders of 
the place where it musf^ ere long, act its part, 
yet it is truly meet to be a partaker of the in- 
heritance of life. And thus, too, a real meet- 
ness for his birth into the future life may 
belong to the Christian, though he be utterly 
ignorant of its circumstanced and condition& 
But the fiinctions of that new life haye been 
long in a hidden play of preparation for full 
activity. He has waited in the coU of mor- 
tality only for the moment when he should 
inspire the ether of the upper world, and be- 
hold the light of eternal day, and hear the 
voice of new companions, and taste of the im- 
mortal fruit, and drink of the river of life ; 
and then, aft^, perhaps, a short season of 
nursing in the arms of the elder members of 
the fiumly above, he will take his place in the 
service and orders of the heavenly house, nor 
even have room to regret the ignorances of 
his mortal state. There is a preparation bere 
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for that higher world, and an adaptation to it 
immediately afbei* death." 

That the disembodied spirit, sanctified by 
grace, enters at once upon this blessed and 
glorions activity, the intimations of the 
Scriptures leave us no room to doubt. 
Whether for the purpose of such an agency it 
is at once endowed with some sort of corpor- 
eily, " clothed Upon" with some palpable and 
saintly form, is not certainly revealed^ The 
transfiguration of Jesus upon the mount, when 
to the wondering eyes of Peter, James, and 
John, ^' his &ce did shine as the sun, and his 
raiment was white as the light," shows what 
a wondrous change may be wrought upon 
the human body in an instant of time. The 
appearance also of Moses and Elias in palpa- 
ble forms; distinct fix)m each other, and their 
talking with Jesus in an audible voice, shows 
that departed saints are capable of resuming a 
connection with this material world whenever 
Qod wills it The body of Jesus after his 
ressorrection, whidi could be seen and handled 
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by tiie disciples, and recognized as the y^ 
form of their crucified Lord, was yet so subtil 
and attenuated that He could suddenly appear 
to their view without their perceiving whence 
or how He came, and could vanish from the 
sight of those with whom He had walked, and 
talked, and broken bread. This shows us 
that spirits may have a visible form altogether 
different in material and structure fix)m the 
body worn in this world, and that this form 
vfwiy be possessed immediately after -deatL 

The chariot of fire and the horses of fire 
that parted Elijah firom Elisha and bore up 
Elijah by a flaming whirlwind into heaven, — 
the horses and chariots of fire that filled the 
mountain round about Elisha in Dothan, — 
were but single manifestations of that spiritual 
world that evermore surrounds us, and which 
the servant of Elisha saWj not because it was 
clothed with visibility for the occasion, but 
because his eyes were opened to behold it. 
" He maketh his ministers flames of fire." 
But be that as it may, it is a revealed fact, 
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that the believing soul at death enters upon a 
high, a blessed, and an immortal state of ex- 
istence and of action, where it finds itself at 
home, to which it is at once adapted, so that 
in putting off the body of death it is not left 
naked, but puts on a new garment of celestial 
fitbric; — "life is lapsed in immortality" — 
" mortality is swallowed up of life." 

The spirit-world is not indefinitely removed 
fix>m us in space, nor as related to our present 
capacities and adaptations. But how am I 
related to that world? Am I altogether 
isolated from its interests, its activities, its 
sympathies, its communion and its joys, while 
here in the .flesh ? With one department of 
the spiritual world I have directly to do. As 
a Christian struggling for the mastery of 
principle and faith over the world and sense, 
" I wrestle not against flesh and blood, but 
against principalities, agaiiist powers, against 
the rulers of the darkness of this world, against 
spiritual wickedness in high places." And 
can it be that these mighty spiritual forces of 
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evil are let loose upon mysoul, and that there 
are no friendly forces engaged for my pro- 
tection and defense? Is the battle for my soul 
in the spirit-world waged altogether on one 
side? Not so surely: The angel of the Lord 
encampeth round about them thai fear Him; 
Are they not aU ministering spirits, sent forth to 
minister to them who shall be heirs ofsoJmition f 
I am surroimded with a dond of witnesses to 
cheer and animate me in the race; lamaided 
with more than human sympathy and succor 
in the strife for an immortal crown. 

Whether spirits who have known me more 
intimately here, stiU watch over my defense* 
less way, or have any power or any mission 
of guardianship and of succor, I can not 
know. But is there not a beautiful truth un* 
derlying the exquisite verse of Keble, in 
which 'he thus consoles the gentle maiden 
sorrowing for the infant sister snatched from 
her guardian love ? 

" Thy first glad earthly task is oV, 
And dreary seems thy way, 
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But what if nearer than before 
She watch thee even to-day t 

'I . 

" What if henceforth by Heayen's decree 
She leare thee not alone, 
But in her torn proye goide to thee 
In ways to angels known! 

''Oh I yield thee to her whispering sweet 
Away with thoughts of gloom ! 
In lore the loving spirits greets 
Who wait to Ueia her tCHnlx 

** In living hope with her unseen 
Walk as in hallowed air ; 
When ibes are strong and trials keen 
Thinly 'Whalifshe be there f" 



i 



190 MEDITATIONS. 



f 1ft ^fttitnulitu ttf "^tubtru 

In the closing chapters of Bevelationi the 
Spiritualily of Heaven is brought into view in 
the sublime idea of the absence of all symbols 
of worship. Heaven is described by wliat it 
is not rather than by what it is — ^which indeed 
could not be brought within the compass of 
human language. In looking at a picture of 
the New Jerusalem, the eye naturally seeks 
the Temple which should crown its heights, 
more vast and gorgeous than that which stood 
upon Moriah. But in vain does it look for a 
correspondence in this respect with the earthly 
symbol By one stroke of the pencU, the 
temple with its mystic treasures, its divinely- 
patterned fumituxe and ornaments, its altars 
and its sacrifices, its priests and its warship, is 
obliterated forever. The inspired Eevelator, 
who was carried away in the spirit to a great 
and high mountain whence he could view the 
city of God, tells us, as if filled with surprise, 
Isaiv no temple therein. 



1 
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But bewildering as was this annoimcement 
of the inspired seer, not only to the Jew, to 
whom the Temple was the glory of the city 
and the land, the center toward which his de- 
vout aspirations were ever tending, but also 
to the Christian who had learned to trace in 
that temple and ritual, as in symboUo lines, 
the priesthood and the sacrifice of Christ, — 
contrary as is this announcement of the want 
of a Temple in the New Jerusalem, to our 
natural conceptions of the antitype of the city 
of David— it yet gives us an insight into the 
Spirituality of Heaven and its worship, such 
as no other language could have conveyed. 
There ia in these words an uplifting of the 
soul into the very atmosphere of Heaven ; — 
as if the same Spirit who carried John to his 
high place of vision, had lifted us out of the 
body, and away from its dependence upon 
material objects, and bade us view not the 
place of worship but the Being whom we 
worship — ^above all place, or circumstance, or 
rite, or form — ^Himself a Temple to each sanc- 
tified and ennobled mind. 
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I saw not what I had looked to 86e*-a 
Temple correBponding in dimensioiis and in 
splendor with the city of crystal and gold on 
which I gazed — ^I saw no goigeoos pile of 
sapphire and rubies towering aboye the t^ 
with the nameless Name emblaasoned on its 
front;-— but I saW a vision more sublime — 
Jehovah the centre of Ught^ of glory, and of 
praise ; — ^where should have been the Temple, 
was His Throne^ and where the Holy of 
Holies^ the Holy One Himself revealed alike 
to alL "I saw no Temple therein ; for the 
Lord Ood Almighty and the Lamb are the 
Temple of it I" 

What a view does this representation of 
Heaven suggest of the capacity and the destiny 
of the sanctified soul I The soul of man was 
made in the image of God that it might glori- 
fy Him and enjoy Him forever. But it has 
Mien from that original blessedness by 
yielding to the desires of the flesh ; by suffer- 
ing the body, made to be the instrument of its 
will, to become its master ; by giving to the 
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sensual and the earthly predominance over 
the spiritual and the heavenly. Yet from this 
degradation it has been redeemed ;-^ ahe "work 
of sin efl&oed ; the germ of a higher life im- 
planted by the divine Spirit, and in the pro- 
gress of this life it shall recover its lost 
character and gain its exalted destiny. That 
destiny is, to become a j)artaker of the divine 
nature ; — ^to dwell in God's presence and share 
Ck>d's blessedness ferever. In comparison 
with this all earthly good is vanily . 

To secure this consummation fer the soul 
of man, all the dispensations of Providence 
and of Grace have been ordained. The sa^sri- 
fices of the ancient dispensation and the ordi- 
nances of the new, the Temple with its solemn 
and imposing rites, and the house of prayer 
with its simple spiritual worship, priests and 
prophets, apostles and teachers, all these, yea 
and the work of redemption itself have been 
but the scaflfolding by which the soul might 
mount to its own place in the heaven of God. 
There it shall expand forever in a life derived 
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from Him who is all in all. No need there 
of temple or of priesthood, where the glorified 
spirit rests in the bosom of its Maker ; sun, 
moon, and stars, shall be thrown aside as 
smouldering tapers in the light of day. Freed 
fipom this dull, sluggish body, — ^nay, I will 
not put dishonor upon Gbd's workmanship, 
though marred by sin — but how refined and 
elevated shall the soul have become when it 
shall no more need this body with its delicate 
organism and its exquisite sensations, the eye 
to diink in the beauty of color and the ear 
the sweetness of sound, but rising above the 
highest ftame of enjoyment known in con- 
nection with this physical world, it shall be 
the more joyous and elastic and blessed, 
because disencumbered of the body and left to 
its own expansion 1 Truly as saith Augustin, 
" There is but one object greater than the soul, 
and that is its Creator." And the soul's 
greatness shall expand evermore as it shall be 
filled with all the fullness of God. 
How important then is it that we should 
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here cultivate and develop the spiritual part 
of our nature, as a prq)aration for the heaven- 
ly state. Each person has a soul capable of 
that infinite expansion in the presence of God. 
Is it for this that I am training mine? Do I 
prize the seasons of devotion and the means 
of grace which I now enjoy, or might enjoy, 
as a preparation for heaven? It is by culti- 
vating the spiritual in distinction from the 
sensuous, by exercising the heart in pure de- 
votion, that I shall be fitted through grace for 
a worship and a conamunion where there is 
no temple. It is by loving and serving God, 
and by honoring and trusting Christ, that I 
may obtain a relish and a fitness for a world 
in which all light, all gloiy, and all joy 
proceed from the Lord God Almighty and the 
Lamb. 

They only who take supreme delight in 
spiritual worship, in prayer and praise and 
communion with God, can have a well-found- 
ed hope of heaven, or possess any congen- 
iality for that world. The humble, devout. 
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prayerful Chrifltian, wlio walks by feith and 
feeds on heavenly truth^ will find himself at 
home in the employments of the celestial 
city. Glorious is the prospect before Bach, a 
mind. 

But in contrast with this the thought 
forces itself upon our reflections, that those who 
have no true religion of heart, but who live 
to gratify their carnal nature, or in the pur- 
suit of mere knowledge or &me, can have no 
place in heaven. They must be shut out by 

the law of nature as well as by the fiat of 
God. Heaven is a state — a condition of pure 
spiritualily — ^for which such have no fitness. 
The heaven of the Indian, with its hunting- 
grounds, its war-dances and its drinking- 
horns ; the heaven of the Mohammedan, with 
its harems and houris, a heaven of sensual 
delight; the heaven of the infidel and the 
sensualist, where carnality reigns; even the 
cold speculative heaven of the philosopher — 
what are these as the destination of the soul 
of man made in the image of God ? There 
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is but 6ne heaven in tlie nniveise, and tliat is 
a heaven of pure spiritual delight, of lofty, 
unendiQg devotion. For that heaven, they 
who love this world and seek its vain delights, 
they who live for the pleasures of earth and 
sense,-r-for that heaven such have no fitness, 
and for such that heaven has no place. "There 
shall enter into it nothing that defiletL" They 
who are " lovers of pleasure more than lovers 
of Gtod," shall not enter into that city which 
God irradiates and sanctifies with his pre- 
sence. While all is light and blessedness 
there, with them shall be utter darkness and 
eternal woe. 
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I CAN not conceive how any person who 
has ever lost a £riend can argue against the 
doctrine of the resurrection, or doubt that 
this doctrine as revealed in the New Testa- 
ment is to be understood according to the 
literal import of the terms in which it is ex- 
pressed. The doctrine commends itself so 
warmly to the tenderest sympathies and affec- 
tions of the heart, that one must say of it as 
Socrates said of the immortaUly of the soul, 
"Let me believe it; for if true, it is better 
that I should believe it; and if false, it can 
do me no harm, and I shall have derived 
much comfort jfrom it." Yes, I will believe 
it. I know, indeed, aU that physiology and 
chemistry have urged against it ; I know all 
the alleged physical impossibilities in the 
case ; I know the skeptical objection so ela- 
borately drawn out, jfrom the dissolution of 
the particles of matter and their reabsorption 
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into other forms; I know the impossibility 
of conceiving how the dead shall be raised up ; 
and yet I believe in the resurrection of the dead; 
my faith receives the revealed feet, my heart 
rejoices in it 

How peculiar is the comfort that this doc- 
trine brings when death has withdrawn the 
visible presence of a Christian friend. The 
soul of that friend is with the Lord, and with 
the holy and the blessed in his Jdngdom. I 
must not think of that friend as in the grave, 
cold, unconscious, perishing beneath the sod, 
but as living to Gtod in a nobler, purer life ; 
and yet I can not relinquish my hold upon 
that form in life so beautiftd, that was ever to 
me the presence, the personality, the expres- 
sion of that friend ; I can not make this to 
seem merely as other insensate matter ; I can 
not believe that this shall henceforth be to the 
soul that has forsaken it like any other por- 
tion of the material creation ; I can not per- 
suade myself that the preservation of this 
sacred dust is a tribute of Memory only, and 
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not also a prophecy of Hope. Thou shalt 
wake fi*om this sleep; I shall meet thee 
again ; I shall know thee again. It can not 
be that two beings so closely interlinked in 
thought and feeling, in sympathy and affec- 
tion, in hopes, and joys, and soixows, in all 
the experiences of this life, and having the 
like precious &ith in Jesus for the life to come, 
shall not hereafter be to each other what they 
can severally be to no other created being. 
And now when I hear that voice, sublime and 
Daighty, yet tender and soothing, lam the re- 
surrection and the life; he that believeth in me^ 
though he were dead, yet shall he Uve; shall I 
not believe it, shall I not rejoice in it? I 
bless thee. Savior, for that word. 

He whose power is infinite might have 
made his children supremely blessed as pure 
spirits, without coiporeily — ^though this passes 
present comprehension — or He might have 
endowed them with other forms, and stiU have 
given them the capacity of mutual recognition. 
But He has determined to reanimate and to 
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glorify tte sesame bodies, partly as a demon- 
stratio^ of liis dominion over sin and death, 
partly as a token of perpetual brotherhood 
between Himself and his Eedeemed, and 
partly also in condescension to onx human 
sympathies, that He might here sooth our 
sorrowing hearts, and that He might ihere 
augment our joy by social sympathy and 
communion. 

The raising of the dead is continually set 
forth as the crowning act of the Bedeemer's 
power and the consummation of his work. 
How often does this thought recur in the 
memorable sixth chapter of John, where 
Jesus unfolds the spiritual import and the eter- 
nal grandeur of his mission in contrast with the 
sensuous expectations of the Jews : " This is 
the will of Him that sent me, that eyeiy one 
whoseeth the Son, and believeth in Hun, may 
have everlasting life; and I wiU raise him up 
at ike last day^ " No man can come to me, 
except the Father which hath sent me draw 
him ; and IwiU raise him up ai the last djoyP 
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'^ Whoso eateth my flesh and diinketh my 
blood, hath eternal life ; and lunU raise him 
up at the last dayJ^ How tender and beauti- 
ful those words of consolation to Martha, even 
in the remote reference in which she under- 
stood them, " Thy hrothar shall rise again!^ 
How sublime the moy ement of that dithyram- 
bic of &ith in which the Apostle almost 
dramatizes the resurrection-scene ; the shout 
of the angelic host ; the pomp of the descend- 
ing throne ; the gorgeous panoply of douds ; 
the voice of the archangel louder than seven 
thunders ; the trump of God — whose mighty 
summons wakes the dead ; the dead in Christ 
uprising and in dense serried columns ascend- 
ing as the van of his triumphant army to 
where troops of angels open before his throne ; 
the living in Christ, by some supernatural 
impulse, "caught up together with them," 
their myriad ranks closing upon the hosts of 
the resurrection as they are upborne in mid- 
heaven to meet their descending Lord. Well 
might He say, " Sorrow not for them that are 
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asleep. For if we believe that Jesus died 
and rose again, even so, them which sleep in 
Jesus will God bring with Him. Where- 
fore exhort and comfort one another with 
these words" — ^words that stir the soul like 
a trumpet, aud kindle it with aa unearthly 
fire. 

" I believe in the resurrection of the dead." 
He that hath promised is able to perform it 
No speculation, no science, shall rob me of 
this precious hope. Who can demonstrate 
that the essential germ of this corporeal exist- 
ence is destroyed by death, and can not be 
made to bloom upward firom the dust and to 
receive again its spiritual life ? Thou heed- 
less man! That which thou sowest is not 
quickened, does not germinate, unless it die. 
And that which thou sowest is not the iden- 
tical form that shall shoot upward from the 
seed and shall be gathered at the harvest ; it 
is mere grain — ^whether wheat or other grain ; 
but Cbd by the ordinances of nature hath 
assigned to each seed its own body, to each 
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geim its appropriate develppmeiit, so that 
wheat produces wheats and every seed after 
its kuid So also is the resurrection of the 
dead. 

"Unless a gndn of wheat &11 into iho 
ground and diey it abideth alone, — but if it die, 
it bringeth iorth. much fruit The perishing 
of the seed com is not only no dijQ^culty, but is 
an essential condition of the germination of 
the new body. Cut the seed or the bulb, and 
there to the eye of science the fidr form of tiho 
perfect plant is distinctly traced ; and so, to 
the eye of God, in the corruptible seed of the 
human frame may be enveloped the germ of 
the immortal and spiritual body. If we had 
no experience of those delicate and splendid 
forms springmg, in the freshness of their glory, 
from the bosom of decay, skepticism, no 
doubt, would be ready to interpose its rasli 
fiat of impossibility; and because we have 
only experience of the planting of the mortal 
germ of humanity, and have not seen the 
wondrous bursting into life of the celestial 
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body, sliall we difir^ard the analogies by 
wliijch Gk)d woidd aid our fidth^ and fall under 
tlie Apostle's charge of having a mind without 
spiritual perception, and slow to leam ? * O 

' man without understanding! that which thou 
sowest ia not. quickened exc^t it-die.' ^ And 
then, as to the second ol^^ection^ of how can 
this human frame become accommodated to a 

' spiritual and imperishable life, the same 

analogy suggests an answer: 'That which 

thou sowest, thou sowest not the body thai 

shall bcj but bare grain; but Gtoi giveth it a 
body as it hath pleasied him, — and to every seed 

its oum hody! A root, a seed, is dropped 
into the earth, and &om it the chemistry of 
(jj-od educes the loveliest forms, the most deli- 
cate tints and odors, the most ethereal and 
spiritual beauty. Follow the analogy : — ^and 
if such are the new bodies that God gives to 
the seeds of unconscious matter, and to the 
spring-times of earth, — what may be the glory 
of the spiritual body from a seed that is now 
an organism for the souls of his children, and 
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whose spring-time is reserved for the celestial 
world ? Nor are we confined in our concep- 
tions of that spiritoal body by our present ex- 
perience of organized existences; for there are 
bodies terrestrial, and bodies celestial, — ^and 
as much as the glory of the one transcends 
the glory of the other, may our resurrection 
body transcend the imperfect seed of our 
earthly frame. * The glory of the terrestrial 
is one, and the glory of the celestial is another. 
So also is the resurrection of the dead. It is 
sown in corruption ; it is raised in inoorrup- 
tion : it is sown in dishonor ; it is raised in 
glory : it is sown in weakness ; it is raised in 
power : it is sown anatural body ; it is raised 
a spiritual body.' The natural body is an 
organism fitted for thfe development and action 
of the animal man : the spiritual body is an 
organism fitted for the development and 
action of the spiritual nature ; and the spiritual 
body holds to the natural body a relation, 
which is emblemed by that which the most 
glorious of nature's forms bears to the seed 
from which it sprins^s." — J. H, TJwm. 
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THis' doctrine pf the resurrection makes the~ 
realities of eternity the more palpable and 
tangible. We can not comprebend pure 
spirit. We know almost nothing of its nature 
and its properties except by negatives,— by 
contrasting it with matter ; we know nothmg 
of its existence— consciousness apart — except 
through its effects. We believe that God is a 
pure Spirit and an Infinite Spirit ; but we can 
hardly conceive of a finite created spirit, 
without supposing it to have some outward 
form, some visible substance, and some definite 
locality. Hence some Christian philosophers, 
— ^like Origen and Cudworth, after Plato — 
have supposed that immediately after death, 
the spirit is furnished with a form adapted to 
its new sphere of action — a form which 
distinguishes it, which makes it perceptible to 
others, and which qualifies it to act in its 
new condition ; and that when the new earth 
shall be fitted up for the saints, they will re- 
quire anew adaptation for it, and will lay aside 
their ethereal shapes for spiritual bodies, de- 
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veloped fix)m the germ or seed of the old, 
and fefihioned like to Christ's glorious body. 

But whatever may be true of the interme- 
diate state, concerning which Bevelation is 
mostly silent, Ihn/ow that my JRedeemer Uveth, 
and that He shall stand at the latter day upon the 
earth. And Axmgh this body be destroyed, yet in 
my flesh shall I see Ood. Marvellous as will 
be the transition at death and in the resur- 
rection, I shall yet preserve my own identity, 
shall possess my own corporeily, and shall 
know the loved companions of my earthly 
pilgrimage. Blessed be God for the doctrine 
of the resurrection, that so clothes the unseen 
world with visibility, and fills it with the 
beautifdl presence of those to whom even in 
their glorified appearance I shall not be a 
stranger. 

Thou Gk)d of peace, that broughtest again 
fi:om the dead the Lord Jesus, that great 
Shepherd of the sheep, remember my gentle, 
sleeping lamb, when thou gatherest the flock 
into thy fold. Thou Lord of life and glory. 
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who didst rise again from the dead, and who 
wilt raise up them also that believe, remember 
thou the precious dust I have garnered up 
for thee agaiost thine appearing. Thou Lord 
of my life and my salvation, who didst die 
for me that I might live to thee, remember 
me when thou callest thine elect from the 
four winds of heaven. 

And now what wait I for? Is not the 
whole ftiture made secure? Believing in 
Jesus and in the Besurrection, encompassed 
with the supernal glory of the cross and of 
the opened sepulcher, what more can heart 
desire? 

IJp^ then, my soul, and on — 

Thou may'st not linger hero ; 

Life's dxAj most be done 

Thoogh death, the somber bier, 
The opening tomb 
That yaQfl thy heart's yomig love in midnight gloom, 
Demand of thee the ever-flowing tear. 

"Up, xxpf my soul, and on — 
Then may'st not linger here, 
Nor toil nor conflict shmi, 

18* 



210 MEDITATIONS. 

Though hedged about with foar. 
Thine be the care 
Each dufy to fblfiU, each burden bear: 
Up, fiir the coming of thy Lord is near I 

Up, up, my sold, and on — 
Thou may'st not linger here, 
life's vict'ry must be won, 
• Death's conflict draweth near 
And from above 
They welcome thee— they of thy heart's young low 
Are hoy'ring nigh, thy dreary way to cheer. 

Up^ up, my soul, and on — 
Thou may'st not linger here ; 
Life's race will quick be run, 
Heaven's plaudit greet thine car. 
Linger no more 
Tearful and sad beside the grave's dark door : 
Up, plume thy flight for the celestial sphere. 
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